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ACT L 

fi(’F.NK : A (rojncal landscape. In the disf^wce, a calm sea, 
A naturalfountain—a mere thread of miter—fulls over a 
ri^k into a natural basin. An old sun-dial formed of the 
upper part of a broken pillar^ round the shaft of which 
some crevjmig fiowers are train&l, stands on a small mound. 
The time is within half an hour of samet, 

Moi'rta, a deformedt ill-favoured dwarf hump-barked atul one- 
egeil, is discovered sealed, reading a small black-letter 
volume, 

Mous. (reads). ** To move a mountain.” That will serve 
me not, 

Uuless, iodeedy *twiU teach xuo how to lift 
This curs<id znouniain from my crippled back! 

" To make old young.” Humph! I’m but forty-two— 

• But still. I’ll mark that page—the day will como 
WhcD I shall find it useful. Ha! what’s this ? 

To make the crooked straight; to heal the halt; 

And clotlte unsightly forms with coimliness,” 

At last! At last 1 

Enter VaVir, who listens in amazement, 

(Reads) ” Take scammony and rue, 

^ With henbane gathered in a fat churchyard — 

Pound »n a rr-ortar with three drops of Hood, 

Drawn from a serpent's tail ai d^id of night,” 

Yes, yes, that’s plain enough! (reads) ** Take pigeon*s egg 
Wrapped in the skin of a beheaded toad. 

And &en—” (sees Yayib) Who’s there? 
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Vav, (astiim ishcd). Why, ? 

Mous. Pardon me, 

l*m at niy book. 1 did not hear thy step. 

Vav. I'liy book hath lines both strange and terrible; 
Why Mousta, this is arrant sorcary 1 . 

How earnest thou with such a fearful thing ? 

Mous. (whispering). An unseen spirit brought it to me 
—Ay, 

Brought it to me. An hour or so ago 
I saw a distant boat lualcc for our shores, 

The wind was on her —she tacked as though 
Handled by one well-skillt >1 in such small craft. 

Weil—on slie came—and i awaited her, 

Armed with a boat-hook. When within fair hail,, 

“ Sheer ofl‘! ” 1 cried; “ No stranger touches here I ** 

But, heedless of my hail, she kept her course. 

And, when within a how-shot of the beach, 

Down came her sail, .and in she ran to shore! 

Vav. (dlarmeil). Whom did she carry, Mousta? 

Mous. Not a soul * 

The boat was tcnantlcss! Some unseen power 
Had guided her 1 I overhauled the craft 
To find some sign of human agency. 

And found—this look. 

Vav. (shrinking from it). It is unholy loro! 

Oh, burn it, Mousta 1 

Mous. Burn it ? No, not I! 

See what T am—dwarfed, twisted, and deformed I 
I have a fancy to be tall and straight— 

This volume teaxihes me to have my will. 

My only eyeball flashes from its pit 

Like a red snake trapped in a sunken snare— 

1 do not like my eye. As Pvo but one, 

Pd have it large and brigiit. This teaehes^me 
To make it so. My mouth is coarsely cut— 

1 hke a tempting mouth— a mouth that smiles— 

A mouth that's smiled upon. This teaches me 
To make it so. I will not burn this bcuk!. 

The Ladt Hilda has entered during tAe hit line . * 

Ed. And what would’st thou with beauty? 

Mmts. What Avould I ? 

Why, lady, look airtmd; the isle is fur: 

Its feathery palms that tower towards the sky, 
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Its pratiUng I rooks that trickle to the sea. 

Its hills and dales, its sea and sky—are fair; 

The beasts that dwell upon it, and the birds 
Qliat fly above itr—even they are fair; 

And, beyond all* the ktdics who have made 
This isle their chosen home are very fair 1 
And what am 1? Why, lady, look at me t 
I am the one foul blot u()on its face : 

I am the one misshapen twisted thing 
In this assemblage of rare loveliness: 

1 am the one accursed discord in 

This choir of universal harmony 1 

Is this, think you, a proud pre-eminence? 

Or, father, is it not a red-hot brand 

That stamps its damning impress on one’s heart. 

And changes man to devil btffore his time I 
(jSjpdfy.) Ah ! you are mocking me 1 

tiil. (Jeindly), I mock thee not. 

We maidens all (save one) have dearly loved, 

And those we loved have died. We, broken hearts, 

Knit by the sympathy of kindred woe, 

Have sought this isle far from the ken of man ; 

And having loved, and having lost our loves, 

Stand pledged to love no living thing again. 

Thou art our trusted servant and our friend; 

The only man of all the world of men 
Whom wc admit upon our virgin shores. 

We know thoe, and we trust thee, Mousta—Come, 

This 4:hought might soften harder hearts than thine I 
, Mous. {angrily). And why choose me alone of all 
mankind 

To serve you in your island loneliness ? 

Because my limbs, though crooked, arc strongly framed ? 
Bah, there tre tall straight men as strong as I. 

Because my heart goes with my fealty ? 

Why half wy wage would buy the heart and soul 
Of twenty well-proportioned servitors. 

Because by reason of my face and form 
I do not count as man ? Yes I I’m an ape 1 
A crippled, crumpled, devil-faced baboon. 

Who claims a place amid this loveliness 
title of his sheer deformity I 
How, monkey though I be, 1 am a man 
In all but fime and form—I’ve a man’s heart, 
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A man's desire to love—4nd to Iw loved—-(fiiLiu seems 
amused.) 

Ay, you may lauoh—but those who seek to laugh 
May find, methinks, more fitting merriment 
In such mad love as deals with silh-dials,« 

Trees, rocks, and fountains, and such baby game. 

My love at least is human in its aim. 

It’s well you should know this—^be on your guard I 

[Exit MotJSTA. 

EU. In truth, the love that Mousta lauglu at tells 
How strangely ordered is a woman's heart 1 
Dost thou remember how, when first we came 
To this fair isle, I said, in thoughtless jest, 

" As woman's heart must love, and we are women, • 

So let us choose our loves "—then, looking round, 

** This running fountain shall be mine,” 1 cried. 

And, kneeling by the brink, then sealed the vow f 
As all such vows are sealed ’twixt men and women-" 

And thou, poor child, pleased with the jest, replied, 

” I take this dial to my love for life I ” 

Vavir, we little thought that in those words 

We pledged ourselves to an abiding love 

That rivals in its pure intensity 

The love that we had banished from our hearts I 

Yet so it is. We have so dwelt upon 

This idle fancy—keeping it alive 

With songs and sighs and vows of constancy. 

That we have tricked ourselves into a love 
Akin to that which we had all forsworn. 

I love this little fountain as my life 1 

Far. To me my dial is more, far more, than life; 

It is the chronicle of the World’s life. 

Written by Heaven's own hand. As, rapt in thought, 

1 watch its silent solemn shadow creep 
From hour to hour, and so from day to day. 

True as the Sun itself—an awful record 
Of Heaven's most perfect and most glorious order-* 

My love is lost in reverential awe. 

Oh 1 have chosen well in choosing this I 
It is a holy thing, that bears a warrant, 

Sent from the Source of Life, to tell the Earth 
That even Time is hastening to its end 1 
What is mere world-love to such love as this? 

SU. And yet Aeu hast no cause to shun wwld-toTik 
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When vif great aorrow came and 1 withdrew 
To this lone isle with other broken hearts, 

Thon, heart-whole and untouehed by love of Man, 

Yet gavest up the world and all it holds 
To bide wlthjne. * 

Vav. I do not love the world. 

My darling sister found her sorrow there— 

The world is naught to me. This tiny isle, 

But half a league in girth holds all I love. 

My world is where thou art—there let me stay 
For the few months that yet remain to me! 

1 think my time on earth will be but brief. 

Hil. Hush, hush, Yavir. I will not hear these things. 
]liav.. My life has been n very happy life, 
rio free from pain and sorrow of its own 
That, but that I have shared my sistcris grief, 

1 Ijad not known what pain and sorrow are— 

Yet even this calm rest—this changeless peace. 

Saps my poor fragile fabric day by day, 

And the first shaft that sorrow aims at it. 

May shake its puny structure to the ground! 

Hil. Why, what sad silly fancy’s this, Vavir ? 

Thou hast no pain, my child ? 

Vav. No pain, indeed; 

But a calm happiness so strangely still, 

It comes not of this world. I am to die 
Ere very long. Pray Heaven I be prepared! 

HU, It’s well for me and well for both of us 
I do4iot share these foolish fantasies! 

,Whv, silly child, bdievest thou that Time 
Will see the fruit that ripens on those cheeks. 

And note the dainty banquet of those lips, 

And not preserve such rich and radiant fare. 

For his own feasting in his own good time ? 

Trust the old Epicure 1 

\Bkemni Hilda and Vavip. together. 


EnUr Flobiak. He comes down, looking around him in 

admiration. 

Flor. All men who say Pm flve-ond-twenty, lie. 

I was bom but to-day I An hour ago! 

Tes—^this must be the World. The distant land 
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In which I’ve passed so many years, and whieb 
I, In my puppy-blindness, called “ The World," 

Is but its antechamber. 

Enter Mousta (mfh hook).* 

Bom to-day, 

And by a process which is new to 
My faculties are scarcely wide awake, 

But if my memory serves mo faithfully, 

This twisted thing and 1 have met before. 

Mous. The ladies are at supper. Now’s my time 
To master, undisturbed by curious eyes. 

The ghostly secrets of my spirit book I t 

Where was 1 ? Oh! (r&via) “ Take scammony and rue. 
With Jicnhane gathered — ” 

Elor. {coming behind and taJeing hookfrom hirrC). pardon 
me—that’s mine. 

M(ms. Oh, Heaven and Earth—^a Manl Thou hardy 
fool, 

What dost thou on this isle? {Draws knife.) Gome, 
answer mo. 

Fhr, Give me that knife. {Twists U out of his hand^ 
That’s well I Now, what’s your will? 

Mous. Qo—get thee hence at once. 

Flor. No, not just yet 

This Paradise—if Rumour tells the tmth— 

Is ruled by six fair ladies. I prefer 

To take my sailing orders from t^r lips. • 

JIfotes. Thcii lips are mine! 

Flor. Then you're a lucky dog! 

Mows. I am thefr mouthpiece. By their solemn rules 
No man may set his foot upon these shores. 

Those rules thy hardihood hath set at naught 
How earnest thou, and when ? 

Fkr. I am a Priuee^ 

Prince Florian of Spain. I landed here 
From yonder boat—about an hour ago. . 

Move. Liar I The boat was empty 1 < 

Fkr. No, not quite. 

7 was on board. 

Mous.(vuideE). But I was on the beach—> 

Flor. I Know you were->with boat-hook in your hand 
To thrust her oXL You hailed me angrily: 
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I had uo^lme to stop and parley then, 

So, In tne hope that Fate would furnish me 
With some more fitting opportunity 
To offer you iny best apologies, 

I kept her hrad to lai^, and jumped ashore. 

Those best a^logies I offer now. 

Maw, If you'll believe me, sir, I saw you nut I 

Elor. 1 quite believe you, for I have the power 
To make myself invisible at will. 

And, having such a power, you'll see at once 
That force will serve you nothing. 

Mow, (amazedy Say you true ? 

Flor, Undoubtedly. IVo but to wind this veil 
j (jprodwinq a grey gauze veil with yoW tamels) 

About fcny head, and I’m invisible, 

And so remain till I remove it 
Mam, Why, 

This is a priceless Talisman, indeed I 
Invisible 1 I’d give one half my life 
To be invisible for half-a-day ! 

J’Zor. Indeed? And why? 

Mom. There is no living thing 

But seeks a mate—What birds and beasts may do 
Mousta may seek to do— I want to mate! 

And whom d’ye think I want ? Some kitchen-wench ? 
One-eyed, hump-backed, and twisted like myself? 

I want the purest, fairest form on earth! 

Flor, Upon my word, you aim full high I 

I do I 

Why not ? Suppose I loved a kitchen-wench, 

*And told her so ? 

Mor. A decent kitchen-wench 

Would soundly box your ears 1 

Mom, I You’re right—She would; 

My Lady can’t do more. As I must fail 
At least I'll fail for game worth falling for! 

As yet I've breathed no word—were I unseen 
I could take heart of grace and tell my love I 
Fhr. (Jaughiny), What would you say ? 

Mom, Ay, ay, you laugh at me; 

But Pve a wily tongue, and I can woo 
Like an Adonis—^when I’m in the dark I 
A blind girl loved me once—a fair young ^rl 
With gentle face and gentle heart—but blind! 
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Elor, 111 swear die was! • • 

Moua, (gently). Ah, mock her not-Hihe diedl 

Fhr, Well, peace be with her—Find me some safe spot| 
Where I can pass the night—^I’U pay you welL 
Moua, Hal ha 1 • • 

Flor, Why do you laugh ? 

Moua, Had I your power 

To make myself invisible at will, 

I should take up my quarters in the castle 
Where all the l^ies dwell! 

Flor, Fm sure you would, 

Unfortunately I'm a genth man, 

And so that course is closed to me— 

Moua. Of course 1 


1 did but iest—I beg your pardon, sir. 

(Aaide^ If I could get that veil for one short hour— 
Eh, but I've drugs to lull a man to sleep I 
If I can tempt this squeamish popinjay 
To trust himself to me, the thing is done I 
(Aloud), I’ve a poor cottage—it is close at hand, 
Though humble, it is clean and weather-tight; 

It will afford you shelter. Then for food 
I’ve some dried fish and eggs and oaten bread 
Quite at your service. 

Flor, Good. 


Mvua. (yuickly). But hide yourself, 

Some one approaches! 

[Flobian covera hta head with veil aa Vavir enters 
with flowera. • 

Flor, (aaide to Mousta). Who is this fair maid ? « 

Moua. (aaide). Lady Vavir. She always comes at eve 
To bid good niglit" to this old sun-dial I 
Keep your ears open, and I'll warrant you 
Tours eyes will open too 1 (Aloud.) Lady Vavir, 

I bid you fair go<» night. 

Vav. Good night to you. [KonfMous 

Fhr. In truth a fiur young ^rlT 

Vav. Dear sun-dial, 

Dost know what day this is ? 

Flor. (aaide). He ought to know. 

It comes within the radius of his calling I 

Vav. A year to^ay, and wo two were betrothed— 

One happy, happy yearl 
Flor, (aaide). Betrothed, i* firith I 
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They’re iDven, then 1 

Vav, I must devise some gift 

To mark this happy day. What shall it be? 
ril weave a bower of rose and eglantina 
To place above thy h€hd at eventide, 

When the full moon’s abroad. No foolish moon 
Shall cast false shadows on thy sleeping face, 

Or make thee mutter incoherent tales 
Of hours long since gone by or yet to come. 

No madcap moon shall mar thy nightly rest, 

Or in the mischief of half-wittra glee 
Awake thy sleeping hours before their time. 

Flor. {(laide). He doesn’t answer—the insensate dolt !•— 
And yet such words arc warm enough to rouse 
A tombstone into lifel 

Vav. I’ve brought thee flowers 

deck thy stem. They live their little life. 

And then they die; but others follow them— 

And thou shalt have thy garland day by day 
While I am hero to weave it for thee ? 

Flor. (aside). Well, 

This is the oddest wooing! On my word, 

A thousand pities that the lady’s love 
Should be lopsided I Gome, arouse thee, dial«>« 

Bo eloquent with thanks! I’ve half a mind 
To thank her for thee, in the interests 
Of all true horologes 1 

Vav. I’m content 

To cit and deck thee, silent though thou art. 

,And yet I would thou hadst the gift of speech 
For one briof second—time enough to say, 

“ Vavir, I love thee with my whole, whole heart!" 

Flor. (cUoud). ** Vavir, I love thee with my whole, 
whole heart I ” 

Vav. (recoilinff, horrified). Who spoke? 

Flor, •Twaa I—thy dial! 

Vao. Oh, terrible 1 
What shall I do ? 

Flor. Fair lady—^have no fear. 

Vav. ** Fair lady "—It’s a man I My sisters, help! 

I am betrayed 1 

Flor, Have patience for a while— 

Vav, Who and what art thou ?—speak 1 

Flor. (aside). What shall I say ? 
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(Almid^ 1 am a poor, long-aufifering, mortal iHim, 
Whom iQ the stony substance of thy dial, 

A cruel magician holds incarcerate I 
Vav. Ob, marvellous I 


JPVor. And vft*y pitiful I 

Vav. Aye, pitiful indeed, poor prisoned soul I 

(advancing.) 

Flor. “ There shalt thou lie,” said ho, ** till some pure maid 
Shall have been constant to thine unseen self 


A twelvemonth and a day.” That maid art thou ! 

Vav. Alas! poor man, I fain would set thee free. 
Yet 1 have loved not thee, out this thy tomb! 

Elor. Thou canst not separate me from my tomb 
Except by loving me. In loving it 
Thou lovest me who am bound up with it; 

And in so loving me—^provided that 

Thy love, a twelvemonth old, lasts one day rnore^ 

Thou givest me my freedom and my life 1 

If thou hast loved thy dial thou hast loved mo. 

Vav. Yes, 1 have loved my dial 1 
Flor. But earnestly— 

With a surpassing love ? 

Vav. I cannot say— 

I am ill-versed in the degrees of love. 

Judge for thyself—When 1 am weak and ill 
My sisters place my couch beside my dial 
That 1 may lay my poor thin baud on it: 

It mves me life and strength—I know not why. 
Judge for thyself— 

When the black winter comes my sisters weep 
To see me weep my darling’s brief day-lite; 

And when the bri^t, long summer days return 
They join my joy—b^use with Light comes Uopej 
And Hope is Life—and they would have me*live 1 
Judge for thyself— 

At dawn of day 1 seek my dial alone. 

To watch its daily waking into life; 

At set of sun I come to it again, • 

To kiss “ good night ” upon its fading shade: 

Then, with a prayer that I may lay to heart 
The lesson of its silent eloquence, 

1 seek my bed. So speeds my little life. 

If this be love, then have I loved indeed I 
Jttdge for thyself. (Bistt.) 
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Ejiier ^fsLnBiNB (a smalZ hand^mirror hangs from her 

waist). 

Mel. Tavir, the evening dews are falling fast; 

Tlie night a^r teems «rith damp. So, come, dear love, 
Betum at once with me. 

Vav. Oh, Melusine, 

[ have a secret. {Aside to dial.) May I tell it? 

Flor. {whispering). Yes. 

Md. A secret ? 

Vav. Ay, a wondrous secret, toot 

My sun-dial hath ears to hear withal— 

And eyes to see withal—and a sweet voice, 

A gentle, tender voice to woo withal! 

ilfeZ. Oh, marvellous I Oh, fortunate Yavir 1 
To woo—and to he woo’d—and, being woo’d, 

?’o keep her vow intact! I’d give the world 
l my loved mirror were endowed with speech! 

Flor. Have then thy wish, fair lady 1 

Mel, Why, who spake ? 

Vav. Thy mirror spake! 

Mel. Oh, day of wonderment! 

Who gave thee speech? Art thou enchanted too ? 

Flor. Ay, that in truth 1 am, as all must be 
On whom those eyes are turned so lovingly I 
Md, A very polished mirror I 
Flor. As for that, 

We mirrors are as other gallants are— 

Teeming with compliment to fair young maids— 

But apt to be extremely curt and rude 
’ With old and wrinkled faces. On the whole 
We are good gallants as good gallants go! 
jIfeZ. And dust thou love mo ? 

F7or. ^ Love thee, gentle maid ? 

Have 1 not laughed with thee, and wept with thee. 

And ever framra my face in sympathy 
With all the changes of thy varying moods ? 

Hast thou e’er cast thine eyes upon my face 
And found me light of heart when thou wsst sod ? 

Or sad when thou wast light of heart? 

Md. No 1 nol 

Most wonderful! 

I7or, And yet not wonderful 1 

t am but one of many. This fair isle 
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Teems irith poor prisoned souls I Theresa not a tree^ 
There’s not a rock, a brook, a shrub, a stone,* * 

But holds some captive spirit who awaits 
The unsought love that is to set him free! 

Md, (to Vayib). We’ll keep^this secret safely to our¬ 
selves. • 

If it should get abroad, this little isle 
Will barely hold the maidens who will come, 

Prepared to pass the spring-time of their lives 
In setting free these captives 1 Gome, Vavir, 

And we will warn our sisters. 

Vav. Fare thee well, 

Beloved dial: I go to dream of thee. 

Dream thou of me I God send thee Sun. Good night f 

[Exeunt Vavir and Mblusine. 

Flor. Two maids, at once bewitching—and bewitched 1 
One loves a mirror—well, that’s not so strange, 

Though she’ll grow angry with it ten years hence 1* 

The other loves a dial—a cold stern fact 
That surely marks the deadly flight of time I 
Wonders will never cease 1 let none despair— 

Old Chronos, enemy of womankind, 

Has found a pretty sweetheart, after all 1 


Enter Ladt Hilda, sinytny and playing on mandolin. 

Far from sin—far from sorrow 
Let me stay—let me stay I 
From the fear of to-morrow 
Far away—far away 1 
1 weary and shaken. 

Let me stay—let me stay. 

Till in death I awaken 
Far away—far away 1 

[Towarde Oio dose of the wng, she sinks on her knees as 
a ray of moonlight faUs on her. Flobian has 
matched her eagerly during the ipng, mUh every 
symptom cf the prcfoundest admiration, e 

Flor, Oh, Heaven enlighten me—is this fair thing 
A soul of Eiarth—a being, bom of woman. 

Conscious of sin and destined to decay ? 

Oh, Good and Ill, how share ye such a spoilt 
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Gan tlui^uTe form, instinct with Heaven's own light, 
Clothed m the majesty of innocence. 

Have aught in common with the vapid toy 
We break and cast aside ? Oh, sordid Earth, 

Praise Heaven that leaves this angel yet unclaimed. 

Oh, heart of mine-~oh, wilful, wayward heart, 

Bow down in homage—thou art caught and caged 1 

[During these lines Hilda, seat^ hy the fountain, has 
been playing with its water, and kissing her wet 
hands, 

HU, The sun has set—the fierce hot thirsty sun 
Who, like a greedy vampire as he is. 

Drinks my love's life-bl(^ till it pines away, 

Ai)4 dwindles to a thread. The moon's abroad^ 

She is not jealous of my fountain love; 

She sheds her gentle light upon our tryst 
And decks my love with diamonds of W own! 

^Fhr. (aside). Poor, senseless fount 1 To have thy home 
in Heaven 

And not to know it! 

Hil, Shall I tell thee how 

I came to give my poor bruised heart to tbee? 

Or art thou of those churlish lovers who 
Can brook no love that is not bom of them? 

Why, then, I am unworthy in thine eyes, 

For 1 have loved, as women love but once I 
He was a prince—a brave, Gh>d-fearing knight— 

The very pink and bloom of Chivalry, 

Proud as a war-horse—fair as the dawn of day— 

^Staunch as a Woman—tender as a Man 1 
"He knew not that 1 loved him. Who was I 
That he should mark the flushing of my face. 

Amid a thousand maids whose stricken hearts 
Danced to^eir lips, as he, my prince, rode by? 

One sullen winter day—dark as his doom, 

He left his home to seek a distant land. 

A weary while I wept—months passed away. 

And yet no tidings came. Tlien tales were told 
Of ships oVwhelmed by boisterous wintry seas; 

And rough men prayed, and maidens wept aloud, 

For he was loved of all t Then came the news; 

At first in shuddering whispers, one by one— 

Then babbled by ten thousand clamorous tongues—* 
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The cold fierce sea had robbed me of my lovf ^ 

My star—^my light—^my life—my FLorian! 

FIot. (ost^e). Oh, senseless dullard—to have turned away 
From Heaven’s own threshold at thine own free will 1 
Jiil, 1 wept no more. 4 

Toa-s are the balm of sorrow—not of woSs. 

I fled ray home— 

A gentle sister whose poor little life 
Lives on the love I bear it, fled with me; 

So, hand in hand, we wandered through the world 
Till, in this haven of puio peace and rest. 

We found safe sanctuary from our woe. 

Flw. {aloud'). Who would not die to be so mourned by 
thee ? « 

[Hilda, expresses cdarm and intense surprise. 
Fear nothing. 1 who speak am but a voice— 

The murmur of the wraters, shaped to words 
By the all-potent alchemy of Love 1 * 

Hil, Oh, foolish maid—this is some madcap dream 1 
Flor, No dream indeed—or if it be, dream on! 

}Iil, Ganst thou then hear the words I speak to thee? 
Flor, Ay, that I can—and every word 1 hear 
Adds fuel to my love 1 
im. Oh, wonderful 1 

Hast thou the power to love ? 

Flor, Indeed 1 have I 

JIU. And is thy love akin to mine ? 

Flor, It is 

So near akin that, as it comes of thine, . 

And lives on thine, so, without thine, it dies I 
IJil, If my poor love 

Hath called thine into life—so is my love 
In duty bound to thine—its kith and kin 1 
Flor. But if the rumours of thy Fiorian’|i death 
' Should prove, as rumours often prove, untrue ? 

If he should alive—loving thee well— 

Eager to tell his love to thee—what then ? 

Uil, (sadly). Thou jealous fount, what untold miracle 
Would bear the tidings to this lonely isle ? * • 

Flor, Say that in wandering through the unknown world 
Chance led Prince Florian to these shores, and he^ 

Flushed with the radiance of thy loveliness, 

Stood manifest before thine eyes—what then? 

HU, Oh, Heaven, what then I Joy kills as sorrow UHb.. 
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I dare no| think what then! Let it eufiiM 
That I nave given thee all^that I am thine 
For ever and for aye 1 

Enter Mousiii unper^eived; he places himsdf so that G « 
dial conceals him from Florian and Hilda, 

Flor, “ Ever and aye ” 

Are fragile flowers that fade before the breath 
Of an old love long lost I 
HU, Oh, gentle voice. 

Born of the falling wafer—have no fear— 

In Heaven’s sight 1 pledge myself to thee— 

Whit love is in me, that I give to thee— 

What love thou hast to give, I take from thee— 

Kiss thou my hands— (luilding her hands for the under to 
fall on)—henceforth we twain are one! 


ACT 11. 

SoayE, same as Act I. Time, Sunr^ 

Enter Moubta, cautiously. 

M<ms, I left him sleeping soundly in my hut, 

He did not drink the wine—but still he sleeps. 

{Producing veil.) I stole it from his pillow I Here’s a prize 
Poor devil that 1 am—whose only hope 
Of meeting other men on equal terms, 

Lies in his chance of keeping out of sight 1 
Hal someone comes, ril hide thee carefully. 

• [Peaces it under a stone of dial. 

Some day, maybe, thou*lt do as much for mo 1 

Enler Flobun, angrUy, 

Ftor, So*here you are: Tve sought you everywhere— 
Mous. Ay, I am here. You're early from your bed— 
Well, it’s no bed fer such fine folk as you; 

I’m veiy aonr, but *twas all I had. 

Flor, The b«l was well enough. 1 have been robbed. 
Um, Ay, ay? And how was that? 


IL 


0 
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Flor. A 

Upon this isle. 

JIfous. It’s very possible. 

When people come and go invisibly. 

It’s hara to say who is or is notrhere. , 

What has the villain robbed ? a woman’s heart? 

’i'wo women’s hearts ? How many women’s hearts ? 

If there’s a thief here, it is you or I, 

It comes to that. Now, what is it you’ve lost ? 

Flor, My Talisman. 

Jlfous. Your Talisman? Oh ho! 

Flw, I see no cause for jest. 

Mow, You don’t ? Observe— 

A prince, or someone who so styles himself, ^ 

With power to make himself invisible. 

Employs that power to gun admission to 

An isle where certain maidens dwell—when there ^ 

His Talisman is stolen and he stands 
llevealed before their eyes—the helpless butt 
Of all their ridicule, with naught to say 
But “ Ladies, pray forgive me—I had thought 
To enter unobserved—to wander here 
And watch your movements—also unobserved; 

And when grown weary of this novel sport 
To take my leave of you—still unobserved. 

But as I’ve failed, so pray you pardon me.” 

And off he goes, his tail between his legs. 

Like a well-beaten hound 1 

Flor, (aeveinff him). Misshapen imp^ , 

Have you so little care for such dog-life 
As warms your twisted carcase, that you dare 
To bandy jests with me ? 

JIfotM. * Belease me, sir 1 

Had 1 your Talisman, do you suppose 
1 should be here before your eyes? No, no—* 

Wliovever has the veil is using it. 

There are but six of us, besides myself. 

If one of those is missing, why, be sure 
That one hath taken it. I’ll go and see. 

\EvU Mousta. 

Flor. The imp is right, and yet the Talisman 
Was safe with me last night. But, who comes here I 
Confusion I *tis Yavir. 1 shall be seen I 
Where can I hide myself? 
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EaUfr Yavib ; !%« %tart% in intense alarm on seeing 

Flobian. 

Fair. , • Kind Heaven protect me I 

Who art thou, and what dost tho^ on this isle ? 

Rlor, Fair maiden, have no fear. 1 am a knight, 

Sworn on the sacred code of Chivalry, 

To hold all womankind in reverence. 

Listen, and I will tell thee all— 

Vav, (who has recognized his voice, Jmeds as in adoration.) 

No need! 

Thy voice hath told me all! I know thee now I 
Ohf foolish heart, he still, for all is well— 

He will not harm thee; this is he whose words. 

Through the still watches of the long, long night, 
l^ng like a mighty clarion in mine ears, 

“Vavir, I love thee with my whole, whole heart 1** 

Thou art the messenger of hope and life, 

For Heaven hath not bestowed this joy on me 
To take mo from it. Yes, I am to live I 
Flor, {raising her). Why, Heaven forgive me, maiden— 
can it be 

That thou hast loved this dial of thine with love 
Akin to that which women bear to men ? 

Vav. Ay, that I bave;i as IVe a soul to savel 
Why, I have sat for hours and clung to it, 

Until 1 half believed I felt a heart 
Bcnt|pg within its frame—and as I clung 
Methought I drew both warmth and life from it I 
1 wondered then that such a thing could be— 

Oh, my dear love, I do not wonder now! {Embracing him.) 
Flor. {aside). God help thee, gentle maid! 1 little 
thought 

My heedless words, conceived in arrant jest. 

Chimed in so aptly with thy fantasies 1 
(Aloud.) Be not deceived; 

I am a mortal like thyself, in all 
Except thiDO innocence !—K sinning man. 

Unworthy of thy love. Bo not deceived. 

Vdo. 1 know thee, and I love thee as thou art« 

Not as the Spirit of my nightly dreams, 

But as thou art—a man of Life and Death. 

Flor. Hast thou then seen a Spirit in thy dreams? 
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Vav. I have—the Spirit of the Sun-dial-** , 

A godlike form of fearful excellence, 

Glad, like the Sun, in golden panoply— 

His head surmounted with a uiadem 
That shed eternal rays—and, indiis hand. 

A mighty javelin of gold and fire. 

So pictured 1 the Sun’s Ambassador— 

A god to worship—not a man to love I {Leaming on hi% 
hrea&t) 

1 had not guessed at half my happiness! 

Flor, (asfcfe). How, by my knighthood,! would gi\e ten 
years— 

To find some way to brcidc the truth to her t 
Vav. Time was when I was very glad to die; 

1 did not fear what others seem to fear. 

1 have heard say that brave, stout-hearted men, 

Whoso reckless valour has withstood the test 
Of inany a battle-plain, will quail and blanch 
Brought face to face with unexpected death. 

I am a poor weak girl, whose fluttering heart 
Quakes at the rustle of a leaf, and yet 
1 did not fear to die—I prayed to die! 

But now thou hast so bound mo to the earth. 

Thou, oh my first, my last, my only love, 

I dare not think of death I Ob, let me live, 

My life is in thine hands—Ob, let mo live! 

Flor. Yes, thou shalt live, Yavir, so have no fear. 

Vav. Thou wilt not leave me ? 

Flor, Only for a v.'h4o; 

I will return to thee. 

Vav. So, hand in hand 

We shall grow ojd, and die, still hand m hand? 

Flor, Yes, ever hand in hand. 

Vav. Oh, senile Heaven, 

I have more happiness than I can bear! 

[Easii Vavir. 

Flor, Poor soul, what shall I say ? To tell her now 
Would be to kill herl 

[PoMws irresolutef then euit. 

Enter Mousta, watching them. 

Mow. Oh, ho! young knight! I’m sorry for Yavir I 
Well, it concerns me not: the girl is fair; 

And traps are set for her because she’s fur. 
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And fall into them because Bhe*8 fair. 

Good looks 

Should pay some penalty—that's only fair. 

Better be such as I am, after all; 

No one sets traps for toe. Ha 1 who comes here f 
The Jjady Hilda, parting from Vavir~> 

Come forth, my Talisman, the timo_has come 
To test tliy power. 

[Th&es vet7 from hehind stone as Hilda misrs hut'* 
riedly. He winds it about his head, 

HU, Oh, Spirit of tho Well, 

I'vo wondrous news! The poor enchanted soul, 

Tilknow entombed within the sun-dial, 

Hath taken human form I 

Oh, gentle spirit, grant my trembling prayer, 

14 thou hast power to quit thy silver stream 
And stand in human form before mine eyes, 

Then by my long and faithful love, I pray 
That thou wilt suffer me to see thy face! 

[Mousta hobbles across behind the fountain^ and 
relies as Flobian. 

Mows, Yes, I can take such form, but press me not-- 

HU, And wherefore not? 

Mous, I dare not show myself 

Lest all thy love should fade? 

Ihl. Ah, have no fear. 

My k)ve runs with my life. 

• Mows, So women say, 

Who live but once, yet love a dosen times 1 
JIU. 1 am not such as they 1 
Mom, I know it well-^ 

Hil, ThBn let me see thy face—but once—but Qnoe~« 
Then thou shalt hie thee to thy well again 
For ever if thou wiltl 
Mom, That may not be— 

Once seen Jn human form 1 must remain 
A man—with more than man's infirmities. 

1 am no shapely spirit framed to catch 
A woman's fancy—am roughly hewn-^ 

Somewhat uncouth—misshapen, some might say-* . 

Dost thou not fear to look on me ? 

HU, Ko^tha 
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Take thou thy form, whate’er that form may^xt* 

Mom. But stay— 

Thou hast a serving man—a crumpled wretch—* 
One-eyed and lame—^but passing honest—say 
That 1 am such a twisted thing as he f • 

W’ at then? 

Jlil. (tenderly). Oh, Spirit of the Well, fear not^ 

My love is not a thing of yesterday; 

Nor does it spring from thought of face and form. 

I love thee for thy boundless charity. 

That seeks no recompense—doing good works 
In modest silence from the very love 
Of doing good—bestowing life and strength 
On high and low, on rich and poor alike; 

Embracing in thy vast philosophy, 

All creeds, all nations, and all ranks of men! 

Holding thyself to be no higher than 
The meanest wretch who claims thy charity« 

Yet holding none to be of such account 
As to deserve thine homage. Just to all. 

Lovely in all thy modest deeds of good, 

Excelling type of godliest charity, 

Bhow thyself in whatever form thou wilt, 

Oh, Spirit of the Well, 

And 1 perforce must love thee 1 

Mom. Be it sol 

Thou ehalt behold me as I am. But first, 

Ere I do that which cannot be undone, 

Give me a solemn token that shall serve ^ 

As evidence of troth twixt thee and me. 

JIU. Dost thou still doubt me then? 

Mom. X I doubt myself- 

1 doubt my ru^ed form, my rough-hewn face. 

My crumpled limbs I—See, lady, 1 exchan^ 

My immortality for Life and Death, 

My demi-godhead for the state of Man- 
Man, underused and crippled, and accurst I 
All this I do for thee—Let me be sure 
That when IVe done all this, thou wilt not ciy, 

** Away, distorted thing, 

** My love is not for such a one as thou I ’* 

SU. Oh, doubting Sprit, take this sacred lin^ 

It is a holy relic—end a vow 
Bpoken thereon binds her who utters it 
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llirougl^ Jife to death. Upon this sacred stoLO, 

I do repeat my vow of yesternight! 

I am thy bride I (Throws rinff into the fountain,) 

Moua, (taking the ri^ out qf the fountain). Then, lady, 
have thy will 1« 

But, boir in mind that modest virtue oft 
Will clothe herself in most unlikely garb— 

Mistrust all prejudice—welUfavouim hearts 
May underlie ill-favoured heads. We spurn 
The dirt beneath our feet—but never less 
We grovel in such dirt for diamonds, 

And sometimes find them there 1 A comely face 
Is but the food of Time—a kindly heart 
Tine touches but to soften-^think of this, 

And in thy breast some pity may be found, 

For the poor wretch to whom thy troth is given I 

^ [Mousta reveals himself, Hilda, whose fears have 
hwn gradually arouMd during this speech, recoils 
fn horror and amazement at seeing him, 

HU, Mousta! Oh, Heaven, what have I said and done! 
Was thine the voice that spake ? 

^otfs. (ahished). My lady, yes I 

HU, Oh, cruel, cruel I 

Jfotts. l^y« pardon me. 

1 knew not what I did I 
HU, Oh, wretched man I 

1 pardon tbee—thou dost not, canst not know 
Hovb deep a wound thine idle words have riven I 
^Oh, heart] my broken heart! (SinJn on togroundhy dial,) 
My Mousta, shame upon thee lor this jest— 

This heartless jest—this scurril mockery 1 
When thou wost sick to death 1 tended thee, 

Through weary days, and weary, weary nights. 

And l»thed thy fevered brow, and prayed with thee, 

And soothed thy pain with such poor minstrelsy 
As I am mistress of—I sang to thee. 

And brought thee pleasant books to help thee speed 
The lagging hours of thy recovery. 

Has my heart seemed to thee so stony bard 
That it could bear this deadly blow unbruised f 
Oh, Mousta, diame upon thee for this jest 1 
Mous, Jest, Lady Hilda? Hay, I did not jest I 
Why, look at mat 
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Win {sQzing at Aim), Oh, Monstal CSan it hf 
That thou hast dared—No, no, impossible,--^ 

It is too teiiiblel 

Jlfous. Ay, 1 have dared 1 

I studied necromancy—and I learnt 
To weave a mighty engine for myself— 

A web that gives invisibility. (Prodwing veil.) 
Shrouded in this, I woo’d thee yesternight] 

Oh, I can woo—At least, Tve shown thee that! 

A voice rang music in thine ears—’twas mine! 

Words thrilled thee to the core— I spake those words I 
Love filled thy very sou] — twas J that woo’d 1 
My very self, stripped of the hideous mask 
In which my soul stands shrouded from the worlds 
I’ll woo like that all day 1 But shut thine eyes, 

Or turn thine head away, and I shall make 

As fair a husband as the best of them 1 , 

Wl. Oh, horrible 1 Go—get thee hence, away— 

Take money—what thou wilt—but get thee hence 1 
Oh, madman! madman! 

jfaus. Why, what could I do? 

Should I have reasoned with myself, and said, 

** Mousta, when thou wast sick and like to die. 

The Lady Hilda came to thy bedside, 

And sat, and nursed thee day by day—^*twas nothing I 
When writhing at thy veiy worst, her tears 
Fell on thy face like rain,—a woman’s trick I 
When haified Death was tugging at thy throat, 

Her gentle prayers rose to the gate of Heaven, • 

Mingled with the insensate blasphemies 
Of thy delirium—account it naught 1 
Go to thy labour-r-get thy spade and dig. 

And when a foolish sob of gratitude 
Rises unbidden to thy choking throat ” « 

(They sometimes will—one can't be sure of themX 
“ Swear a big oath and whistle it away. 

Lest it take root and blossom into love i" 

Was this my duty, think ye ? No, no, no, . 

My bo^s twisted, lady, not my heart. 

JBil. (with forced calmness). But say that, bound in duty 
to the troth 

That thou hast wrung from mo, I taught myself 
I will not s^ to love—to bear with thee— 

How could 1 hope to live at peace with one < 
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Armed crith so terrible a Talisman ? 

A Talisman that vests in him the power. 

To come to me and go from me, unseen, 

And play the truant at his own free will ? 

Thou askest more than womankind can grant. 

Afotcs. (tretfMing with exci^ent). Oh, lady, lady, give 
me but thy love, 

And in that gift will lie the surest proof 
That I will not misuse my I'alisman 1 
Hil. It may be so—but Time's an alchymist. 

Who changes gold to dross. Some day, may be, 

This love of thine will sicken, wane, and die. 

How could I bear this widowhood of soul, 

Kn<aving that thou hast power to come and go, 

Unseen? 

Mous. (overjoyed). Be sure I’ll neither come nor go: 

My place is at thy side. Such love as thine 
Would surely cliain the proudest prince on earth, 

And how much more so poor a wretch as 11 
Hil, I'll trust thee not. 

Doubt would lie heavy at my heart, not less 
Because 1 had no reason for that doubt. 

Give me thy Talisman. 

Mom, Nay, bear with me. 

Hil. Give me thy Talisman. 

Mous. Well, well, 'tie thina 

Blit bear in mind, the troth that thou hast pledged 
Upon this ring can never be recalled. 

Hik I know it well. 

1*11 keep my troth. Give me thy Talisman. 

Mous, lady, *tis thine. See how I trust in thee. 

Do with it as ^ou wilt—^rend it apart, 

And cast it to the winds—^its work is done I (giving it io het ) 
Behold me how unarmed. 

HU. (changing her manner). Unarmed be thon 
As all should be who use a deadly power 
To such foul traitorous ends 1 I am thy brides 
I am thy bride! Make thou the very most 
Of such poor comfort as those words may hold. 

Proclaim thy victory—say to thyself, 

** She is my bride—^I wrung an oath from her* 

With miserable lies—she is my bride 1 
She saved my wretched life, and in return 
1 p<^aon hes^bai still she is my brideu 
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She shudders at my all-polluting touch— • • 

She loathes my mean and miserable soul: 

What matters it, so that she he my bride ?* 

Oh, purblind fool—thy plot so subtly laid 
Is laid too subtly—and the cuiUhing snare 
That trapped thy Inrd is laid too cunningly; 

For as it made me thy poor prisoner. 

So shall it hold me from thy deadly grasp 
For ever and for ever 1 Raise thine head, 

And look upon thy bride for once and all. 

For by the Heaven above, the eye of man 
Shall never rest upon Tr y face again ! 

{She covers ?ier face with veif^ and exit, 
Motu. (Jurioudy), Fiends tear your throat to rd^s I—No. 
no, I rav e — — 

Hilda—come back to me—^1*11 be thy slave, 

Thy willing slave once more! 1 did but jest: 

My jest is dead and gone—come back to me I 
I will release thee from thy plighted troth: 

I love thee—^love thee—^love thee 1 Oh, come back. 

And save my soul and body I *Twas a jest— 

An idle jest. 1 am thy drudging slave, 

No more than that 1 I never thought of love— 

*Twas but a jest—^'twas idly done, but well— 

Oh, Lady Hilda—oh, come back to mel 

EnUr Flobian. 

F?o}*. What is this outcry f 

Mova. It concerns you not « 

Mar, Where is the Lady Hilda? 

Mom, • Who shall say ? 

Flar, Why, thou shalt say. As there’s a heaven above 
1*11 wring a civil answer from thy lips. * 

Mom, Take any answer that may fit your mood, 

And leave me to m]rself. l*m not in cue 
For more cross-questioning. 

Flar, Thine impisls tongue 

Is set awry to-day. 

Mom, (mvagdy). It is awry. 

Take care! But stoy; when you were seeking Ibf 
Tour Talisman, you b^e me ascertain, 

If any one were mis^ig. Very well, 

The leidj Hilda’s missing. 
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Flor. • • Foolish ape* 

Dost thou infer— 

Moua. I draw no. inference. 

1 state the figures—add them for thyself. 

Enter Hilda, atUl veiled; eke gazes in amazement al 

Florian. 

Hit, (aside). Merciful Heaven, restore me if I rave— 
His form, his face, his voice I 

Flor. (to Mouhta). Base liar, know 

That we are plighted lovers, she and 1— 

She gave her heart to me but yesternight; 

Why should she hide herself from me to-day f 
Mous. Perhaps excess of joy hath driven her mad I 
Flor. I’ll not believe thy tale. Ulie maid is here, 

A^d can and shall be found I 
JIfous. Well, go and search. 

And if thou findest her, why, l*m a liar— 

Reward me as thou wilt 1 
Flor, A fit reward 

Will be a yard of steel between thy ribs, 

And thou shalt have it! 

Mous. Thank you kindly, sir! 

(Exit Mousta ; Florian siis dejectedly hy fountain. 
HU. ’Twas he that spake to me I How can 1 doubt? 
Are there two such as he ? Oh, Heaven, is this 
The senseless herald of a mind unstrung ? 

Let me be sure. 

He spake of nie, who long had mourned him dead— 
lie told how, shrouded from my gaze last night, 

He gave his love to me. Oh, gentle Heaven, 

Give me more strength to beu this weight of joy! 

(She advances to reveal herself^ when Vatir enters, 
and sits lovingly at Flobxan’s /eet. Hilda, 
horrified, veils heredf regain. 

Yav, At last Tve found thee, Florian—^far and near 
Pve soughf thee, for l*m very strong to-day. 

AVhy, what a wise physician is this Level 
For see—my eyes are bright—^my fisMM is flushed— 

Flushed with the glow of health. This new-born lova 
Gives me a new-born strength. Oh, Florian, 

Flaoe thine anns round zne-^letme rest on thee; 
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I draw my life from theo^my heart—my heart I 

Flw. {aside.') Alas, poor maiden—I must tell thee allj 
May Heaven help me break the truth to thee! 

(Aloud.) Bear little lady, yield not up thine heart 
Too readily. The world is set Vith traps 
And hidden pitfalls. Keep thy gentle heart 
For one who, by his pure and godly life, 

Hath given thee proof of his right worthiness. 

Vav, (surpris&l). Why speakest thou in parable ? Be¬ 
hold, 

Have I not loved thee for a long, long year? 

Flor. What proof hast < hou that 1 indeed am he 
Whom thou hast Loved so long ? 

Vav. I have thy worft, 

And had I not thy word, I have my heart 
To tell me whom to seek and whom to shun. 

Flor. Mistnist that little heart. It is not framedP 
To guide thee of itself. Like virgin gold 
Untainted by alloy, it is too pure 
For this rough-ready world of work-a-day I 
1 have a tale to tell. There was a knight 
Who, as he journeyed, met a gentle maid, 

Witli whom he, light of heart and light of tongue. 
Conversed in playhil strain. The maid was fair. 

And he, in jest, spake loving words to her, 

Believing that she knew them to be feigned. (At this 
point it begins to dawn upon Yavib that Flobian is 
referring to her.) 

She, pure as Faith—having no thought of guile * 

Tender and trustful in her innocence— 

Believed the madcap knight’s unworthy words. 

And nursed them in her heart. He, smit with shame, 

For he was plighted to her sister (Vkym^findwg herfearr 
eor^rmed, rtseSf shrinking from FLoftiAB, expressing 
extreme pain. He rises after her) whom 
Ho loved with an exceeding love, essays. 

With clumsy hint and far-fetched parable, 

To break the truth to her. At length—at length. 

By very slow degrees—light came to her 1 
Shall 1 go on ? 

Vav. (faintly). No need—know the rest I 
The maiden died—she pardoned him, and died I ^Avn 
dwring the ensuing linu shows sympUms tg fainU 
ing.) 
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FUnr, j^^MMStona^eZy). Ko, no^Yavir-^slie lived —the 
maiden lived 1 

He 1988 not worth a tear—she loved him well, 

But still she lived, Yavir—but still she lived I 
If only for the gentle sjster whom 
She loved so tenderly, and for whose sake 
She, in the blushing day*break of her life. 

Had yielded up the world. Oh, say she lived! 

[Yavir /aZZs senseZess in Flobian’s arms. Hilda, 
whjb has hem listeninff eagerly to the latter part 
of Florian’s talOf Une^t, prayingt at the act 
drapfalle. 


ACT III. 

ScENB, sarM at Act I, About half an hour ht/ore Sunset. 

Yavir discovered sleeping at fool of Sun-diod. Melusink is 
hneeling. Amanthis ie standing^ leaning on died. Yavih's 
head rests on piUoufs, and a eloah envdopes her. 

Am. How peacefully she sleeps! Oh, Mclusinoi 
Can it bo that this solemn death<like calm 
Is but the silent herald of the end? 

jlfeZ. As she has lived, so will our darling die-— 

Gently and peacefully. This tranquil sleep 
May change to tranquil death, and give no sign. 

So will she pass away 1 

Am. But see—she wakes: 

Would Heaven that we bad fairer news for thee. 

My poor Vivir I 

Fav. (atcaking, and very feMy'). Thy face is very sad^ 
Are there no tidings of my sister? 

Mel. None! 

Vav. Dear Melusine, keep not the truth from me I 
Some fearful evil has befallen her— 

Tell me the tnith. See, 1 am stronger now. 

Mel, Nay, calm thyself, Yavir—save only that 
She has been sought, and has not yet been founds 
We have no truth to toll. 
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Vap, How speeds the d^y? 

Am. Thy dial points to eight. 

Vav. One little hour» 

And then my Sun will set. Farewell, oh Sun! 

How gloriously he dies! c 
Mel. The sun will sink. 

To rest throughout the night, as we shall rest, 

But not to die. 

Vav, To die as we should die: 

The night is given to the world that she 
May mourn her widowb<x)d. He knows no nighty 
But journeys calmly on in's heavenly path 
Wrapt in eternal light—in all, a type 
Of the excelling life we try to live— i 

Of the all-glorious death we hope to die! 

Mel. See, Vavir, see upon the Beacon-hill, 

Mousta, returning from his weary search— 

Vav. Is ho alone ? 

Mel. Alas, my darling, yes 1 

But still perchance he brings some news to us: 

I'll go and meet him. Stay thou hero, Vavir, 

And I will bring thee tidings. 

Vav. Bo it so— 

Be quick, be quick, dear Melnsinc—and then (to both!) 

Go, seek Prince Florian—and say to him 
That 1 would fain have speech with liim alone. 

If he will deign to grant me audience. 

[Exeunt Melitsiks; and Amantius. 
Another hour—and then, my Sun will set 1 • 

Oh, Hilda—oh, my sister—come to me! 

Hilda enfsrs, veiled. 

The loving day is drawing to a close: i 
1 dare not face the cold, block night alone t 
I want thine arms around me, and thy face 
Pressed once again on mine, before I die. 

Oh, Hilda—oh, my sister—come to mo I 
HU., (unveiling, and hnetding), Vavir 1 lE*ear nothing. 

I am here, my child. 

Vav, (embracing Aer). Hilda 1 My sister 1 Heaven is 
merciful I 

And thou art safe and well? 

HU, 


Tes, safe and weU. 



BROKEN HEARTS. 


3* 

Fov. Where hast thou been? Throughout the long, 
long day 

My weeping sisters have been seeking thee. 

HU, No matter now, Vavir, When thou art strung 
ri] tell thee all « 

Fav. But I have news for thee. 

Bare news, dear sister 1 Dry those gentle eyes; 

The mighty sorrow that hath bowed thy heart 
Is at an end I Thy prince—thy Florian, 

Whom thou hast loved so tenderly—he lives { 

Hilda, my sister, he is seeking thee 1 
Here, on tliis island, he is seeking thee! 

Hilda, he loves thee; for he told me so! 

Bil, 1 know he loves me. 

rav. . Thou hast seen him then ? 

Hil, 1 know he loves me; ay, even more, 

'^vir, 1 know the secret of thy heart¬ 
ier broken heart! 

Fav. Oh! sister, pardon me. 

I did not seek his love—nor knew I then 
That he had loved thee—Sister, pardon me. 

For 1 have suffered very bitterly! 

HU, Vavir, I have a prayer to make to thee. 

Vavir, thou lovcst him: thy little life. 

More precious to us all than all the world. 

Lies in his hands—he is thy life to thee, 

And pitying Heaven hath led him to uur shores 
To save thee for us. Take no thought for me. 

For { have wrestled with this love of mine 

And vanquished it—it lies beneath my feet I ( With aw- 

* sumed gaiety,) 

Remember, thou and I have but one heart, 

And so that it is happy—what care we 
Whose bospm it may beat in—thine or mine? 

(Nay, but thou shalt not speak I) Fll keep away. 

His eyes shall never rest on me again; 

He will forget me, then, and wondrous soon! 

Men’s hearts are in their eyes—this love of theini 
Must havd its daily food or it will die: 

I'll keep away—so take him to thine hea^ 

And tell him—^tell him—that I spake in jest. 

That I had plucked his image from my heart 
And cast it from me twelve long months ago, 

Say that my heart is cold and dead to him. 
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Sfty that—say thaW 

(Hilda hreahs down, and tobi in Vavib*b /i^) 
Vav. Oh, sister, weep no more 1 

Thy prince hath chosen, and hath chosen well. 

Of what account is such a life a<< mine ? 

Why, it is ebbing fast! Grieve not for me. 

And yet I fain would live a littie while. 

To see thy face once more alight with joy, 

As in the old, old days! 

Nil, So shalt thou live 
To see my joy at thine own happiness. 

Vavir, he will be sorry for a while. 

Bo kind to him—he will forget me then. 

Beroembcr, all my love for him is dead. 

Kiss me, my child. Kiss me again. Farewell I 

[Hilda pauses, looking at Yavib for a moment, 
then covers her face with the veil, and exit, 

Vav. Oh, loving heart—sweet, gentle sister-heart^ 

To bid me blight the outset of thy life 
That I may count the time that’s left to me 
By days instead of hours I Come back to me—■ 

1 have no time to love—the end is near 1 


Enter Melubine, followed hg Flobian. 

Flor, Obedient to thy summons I am here. 

Yet I am very loth to look upon 

The misery my heedlessness nath caused. 

Vav. (leaning on Melubine, toi/h an effort to appeen 
cheerful). Sir Florian, my pain is at an end. 

The blow was heavy: for 1 am not strong, 

And jests are ndw to me. Foi^ve me, sir. 

My brain is filled with foolish &ntasties 
That carry me beyond my reasoning self. 

I pray your pardon. Think no more of me. 

Save as the subject of a merry tale— 

How a mad maiden loved a sun-dial, 

And yery dearly, tool I have some news 
To give you comfort. Hilda has been here. 

She is alive and welt 

Flor, Then Heaven be thanked! 

Vav, But stay—you met her as you came? 

Ui, 
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We sa^ no sign of her. 

Fav. It*s very strange. 

She loft me but a minute since, and took 
The path by which you came. Go, seek her, sir; 

Be very sure she waits you close at hand. 

Come, Meliisine. Farewell, Sir Florian ; 

Deal gently with me when you tell the tale I 

[Exit Yavib, support^ by Melubikb. She shows 
by her change of expression that the effort to 
appear dieerful hae earned her yrtaJt suffering. 
Flor. She took that path—and yet I saw her not I 
There’s but one clue to this strange mystery: 

She has the Talisman I By what strange means 
It found its way into her spotless hands 
I’ve yet to learn I 


Mousta hae entered during this speech^ 

Mous. Let me assist you, sir, 

I stole it from your pillow as you slept. 

And used it for my ends. 1 took your place 
Beside the fountain, and I woo’d her there. 

And there she pledged herself to he my wife— 

And, as a token, gave this ring to mo I (Showing ring,} 
Flor, Why, miserable ape, hast thou then lost 
The mere life-seeking instinct that inspires 
The very meanest of thy fellow-beasts. 

That thou hast come to say these things to me f 
Mdus, 1 have! I say these things to you, because 
I want to die I I tried to kill myself— 

But I’m no hero, and my courage failed. 
furiously.) She’s gone from you for ever—and I come 
To mock the bitter blighting of your life— 

To chuckld at the aching misery 
That eats your heart away 1 I come to s^t 
My hate upon jon —If my toad’s mouth held 
The venom of a toad, I would spit that I 
Come—^have I said enough ? Then draw thy sword 
And make an end of me—I am premred I 
Fhr, (drawing sword). I needed no assannoe, yea or 
nay. 

That some foul planning of ^ leper-heart 
Had worltod thfs devilry I Thou lovest lier V 

Hr 


9 
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Thou lovest her ? Is there no blasphemy 
That devils shrink from ? Hast thou seen thyself ? (^Seiaing 
Moubta and holding his head over the pod.) 

Look in the fountain—bend thy cursed head t 
Look at it—dog*faceI (MonalTA struggle.') Shrink not 
back appalled— 

It will not harm thee, coward—look at it 1 
What do we do with such a thing as that 
When it dares claim a common right with Man ? 

We crush it underfoot—wo stamp it down. 

Lest other reptiles take their cue from it, 

And say, "If he is huu an, so are we T* {Flinging him on 
gnmnd,) 

Mous. (crouthing on ground^. Spare me your tongue! 
I well know what 1 am, 

And what Tve done. My life is forfeited. 

Strike at the heart I Be quick—I am prepared 1 
Ffor. East thou no prayer to utter? 

Mous, No, not I. 

Curse you, be quick, I say 1 Yet stay—one word. 

Before you pass your sword between my ribs. 

Look at yourself, sir knight, then look at me! 

You, comely, straight-limbed, fair of face and form— 
n say not this to court your favour, sir— 

The Devil take your favour!)—*1, a dwarf. 

Crooked, hump^ked, and one-eyed—so foul a thing 
That I am fain to quote my love for women 
To prove that I have kinship with mankind. 

Well, we are deadly riv^s, you and I. ^ 

Do we start fair, d’ye think ? Are you and I 
So nicely matched in all that wins a woman 
That I would hold myself in honour bound 
By laws of courtesy? But one word more. 

And I have done. Had 1 those shapely liihbs. 

That fair, smooth face, those two great, god-like eyes 
(May lightning blast them, as it blasted mine!), 

Believe me, sir. I’d use no Talismans 1 
Now kill me—Fm prepared. I only ask . 

One boon of you—strike surely, and be quick I (Pauses^ 
a jnoment—then shmthes his sword,) 

Flor, Qo, take tliy life, I’ll none of it! With one 
Whom Heaven hath so defaced, let Heaven deal. 

I will not sit in judgment on thy un 1 
My wrath has fa4^'~when ! took upon 
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The seel that Heaven hath set upon thy brow. 

Why, I could find it in my heart to ask 
Thy pardon for the fury of ray words I 
Go, take thy life, make fairer use of it. 
ifotcs. (mttcA moiRd), I thank you, sir—not for niy 
blighted life. 

But for the pitying words in which you grant it. (With 
emotion.) 

YouVe moved me very deeply. (Places the ring that 
Hilda gave him on FiiOniAN’s finger—then kimes his 
hand.) Curse the tears. 

I am not used to weep, my lord,—but then 
I am not used to gentleness from men. Movsta. 

Flor. Unhappy creature, go thy ways in peace. 

Thou hast atoned. Oh, Hilda, come to me! 

If thou art here—if thou canst hear my words, 

9hen by the love that thou hast borne to me, 

By all the tears that thou hast shed for me. 

By all the hope thou hast held out to me, 

I do implore thee to reveal thyself! 

Enter Hilda, veiled. 

Fear nothing, for I have the holy ring 

On which thine oath was given. By cunning fraud 

That oath was wrung from thee. Fear nothing now. 

HU. (unveiling), tiir Florian, I am here I 
Elor, (passionately). Oh, Hilda, mine 

My sniy love 1 Safe in my arms at last I 
•Why didst thou hide thyself away from mo ? 

Hit. (hurriedly), I hid myself to save my tier's life; 

To save her life I now reveal myself. 

Flor. How fares Vavir ? 

HU, Alfts 1 her little life is ebbing fast 
From heart-wounds of thy making! Florian, 

1 have no time to lose on empty forms— 

I have no words to waste on idle sjpeech— 

My poor fijck sister loves thee! Much misled 
By thy light words, she placed full faith in thee I 
And she is dying for her futh. Oh, rir. 

There is but one physician in the world 
Who, under Heaven, can save my dariing's life. 

Go to her now. If ^ou hast loved me, nr, 

1^ meraiful, and save this life for ij^e l 
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Fhr, Hilda, be just. How can I do tbia th|ngt 
Gan I commaod my heart, or deal with it 
As I can deal with life or limb? By Heaven, 

I would lay down my life to save Vavir, 

But not my love 1 ^ 

?t7. I do not ask thy life t 

I have a life to yield, if such a price 
Gould save my sister. Oh, forgive me, sir; 

My weight of grief hath maddened me; and yet 
1 ask for no one-sided sacrifice. 

What is thy loss to mine ? For three long yean 
This love of thee tinged iny devoted life 
With such blank woe—^such utter misery— 

That I was fain—hope being dead to me— « 

To sit apart, and wait the far-off end. 

Then, when the end seemed yet too far away. 

The bright, blue Heaven shone through the lofvering 
clouds. 

For he whom I had mourned as dead, came back. 

To claim my love and crown it with his own 1 
At last, at last, I hold thee by the hand I {Taking 
Florian ly hath hands.) 

At last 1 have thy love, oh, love of mine! 

Thou art my very own—at last—at last I 

Well, then. Sir Florian, I yield thee up! {Rdmsing him.) 

To save her life 1 tear this new-born joy 

Out of my very heart: for her 1 crush 

My only hope on earth I If 1 can yield 

The love of three long years to save her life, 

Ganst thou not yield thy love of yesterday? 

Flor. The task is very bitter. Yesternight 
1 learnt that thou whom I so blindly love 
Had blindly loved me years ago—to^ay 
Thou bidd’st me take ^is love of mine elsewhere I 
Hil. Art thou so sure that 1 have loved thee long ? 

1 loved one Florian—a stainless knight. 

Brave as the very Truth—and, being brave^ 

Tender and merciful as brave men are; , 

Whose champion heart was sworn in chivalry 
To save all women, sorrowing and oppressed; 

Nor did he hold that woman to be banned 
Whose sorrow came of her great tove for him t 
Tell me—art thou the Florian that I loved ? 

Fkr, If not that stainless Florian—^j^et ona 
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Who wpuld be such as he. {Taking her hy both hands,) 
I have thy love— 

I who have lived a loveless life till now. 

Well, then, I yield thee up! {Releasing her.) If words of 
mine • 

Can save thy sister, I will speak those words! 

Htl. 1 knew it! Ploiian, I was sure of thee! 

Gk)d bless thee, Florian; thou hast saved her life! {Kissing 
his forehead.) 

{Passionately.) Oh, how I love thee! {With hwried 
emphasis.) ^ to her at once— 

Go to her quickly, ere it bo too late I 
Fhr. Thy sister comes this way. {Aside^ Alas ! Vavir, 

These is more Heaven than Earth in that (Ale face! 


Eytar Yavib, very pale and wealth supported hy Melusinb 
and Ahanthis. Flobian receives her in his arms and 
they lay her gently on the ground, Hilda rwihes to 
her, as they place her on the ground, near the sun-dial, 
Flobian hneds hy her, and takes her hand, 

nd, Vavir, my love—^my gentle sister. See, 

He loves thee—Florian loves thee! He is here 
To tell thee this—to call thee hick to life. 

Gome at his call! The earth is bright for thee. 

See how he loves thee. Oh, Vavir, come back! 

Vav, {very faintly). It is too late—too late! I feel the 
, hand 

Of Deatii upon my heart. So let it be. 
ify day is spent—^my tale is nearly told I 
HU, Vavir—Vavir I 
Have pity on us 1 Gentle little soul, 

Fly not to ihino appointed Heaven—^not yet— 
yet—^not yet 1 Eternity is thine; 

Spare but a few brief yea» to us on Earth, 

And still Eternity remains to thee! 

He loves thee—Florian loves thee well I Oh, Death, 

Are there Ao hoary men and aged women 
Weeping for thee to come and comfort them ? 

Oh, Death—oh. Death—Cleave me this little flower I 
Take thou the fruit, but pass the blossom by 1 

Vav, {very fedtly). Weep not: the bitterness of deatii is 
pest. 
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Kiss me, my sister. Florian, think of me— 

I loved thee very much I Be good to her. 

Dear sister, place my hand upon my dial. 

Weep not for me; I have no pain indeed. 

Kiss me again; my sun has set. • Good night I 
Gori night! 

[Vavib din I Hilda filling tenwten on her body. 


CUBTAIN. 
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ACT I. 

GARDEN OF A COTTAGE, NEAR GRETNA. 

{On the border, between England and Scotland.) 

ACTS II. AND Ill. 

OKAWING-BOOU IN STMPKBSON’S HOUSE IN 

LONDON. 

Jiree mcnths’ interval is supposed to elapse between Afts I, andJI, 
Three days' Merved is supposed to ekpse hebveer 11, and ILL 
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ACT 1. 

SoEKE .—Garden of a humhU htU picturesque cottage, nwr 
Qreiha, on the border between England and Sotdland^ 
The whole scene is suggestive of rustic prosperity and con¬ 
tent, Maggie MAcrAKLANE, a pretty country girl, is dis- 
eotbred spinning at a wheel, and singing cts she spins. 
Angus Macalisteb, a good-looking peasant lad, appears 
on at back, and creeps softly down to Maggie as she sings 
and ^ins, and places his hands over her eyes, 

Ang, Wha is it ? 

Mag. Oh, Angus, ye frightened me aae 1 {He rdeases her.) 
And see there-<-the flax is a* knotted and scribbled—-and I'll 
do naelhing wi* it I 

Ang, Meg 1 My Meg 1 My ain bonnie Meg I 

Mag, Angus, why, lad, what’s wrang wi’ e’e ? Hou hast 
tebf-drops in thy bonnie blue een. 

Ang, Dvina heed them, Meg. It comes fra glowerin’ at thy 
bright beauty. Glowerin’ at thee is like glowerin’ at the noon- 
liay sun I 

Mag, Angus, thou’rt talking fulishly. I’m but a puir brown 
hill-side lassie. 1 dinna like to hear sic things from a straight 
h(Hiest lad like thee. It’s the way the dandy toun-iblk speak 
to me, and it does na come rightly from the lips of a simple 
man. 

Ang, Forgive me, Meg, for I speak honestly to ye. Angus 
Macalister is ncjt the man to deal in squeaming compliments. 
Meg, I love thee dearly, as thou well knowest. I’m but a puir 
lad, and I’ve little but twa braw arms and a strught hairt to 
live by, but I’ve saved a wee bit siller—I’ve a braw housie and 
a scrappie of gude garden-land—-and it’s a’ for thee, lassie, if 
thou’ll gie me thy true and tender little hairt 1 

Mag^ Angus, i’ll be fiiir and straight wi’ ee. Thou askest 
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me for my hairt. Why, Angus, thou'rt tall, mnd fair, and 
brave. Thou’st a gude, honest face, and a gude, honest hairt, 
which is mair precious than a' the gold on earth 1 No roan has 
a word to say against Angus Macalister—no, nor any woman 
neither. Thou hast strong arras 4o work wi’, and a strong 
hairt t-t help thee work. And wha am I that I should say 
that a' these blessings are not enough for me ? Jf thou, gude, 
brave, honest man, will be troubled wi* sic a puir little, humble 
inousie as Maggie Macfarlane, why, she'll just be the proudest 
and happiest lassie in a* Pumfries 1 

Ang. My ain darling I {Theg embrace.) 

Enter Mbs. MACFABLAmB from cottage, 

Mre, Mac, Why, Angus—^Maggie, what*8 a* this! 

Ang. Mistress Macfarlane, dinna be fasht wi* me; dinna 
think worse 0 * me than 1 deserve. I’ve loved your lass honestly 
these fifteen years, but 1 never plucked up the hairt to tell her 
so until noo; and when she answered fairly, it wasna in 
human nature to do aught else but hold her to my hairt and 
place one kiss on her bonnio cheek. 

Mrs. Mae, Angus, say nae mair. My hairt is sair at losing 
my only bairn; but l*m nae fasht wi’ ee. Thou’rt a gude lad, 
and it*8 been the hope of my widowed auld heart to see you 
twain one. Thou’lt treat her kindly—I ken that weel. Thou'rt 
a prosperous, kirk-going man, and my tILog should be a happy 
lass indeed. Bless thee, Angus; bless thee I 

Ang, (wiping hie eyes). Diuna heed the water in my ee~it 
will come when I’m ower glad. Tes, I’m a fairly«prosperous 
man. What wi* farmin’ a bit land, and gillieing odd ;;imes, 
and a bit 0 * poachin* now and again; and what wi* my illicit 
whusky still—and throwin* trains off the line, that the pool 
distracted passengers may come to my cot, I’ve mair ways than 
one of making an honest living—and ru work them a’ nicht 
and day for my bonnie Megl 

Mre, Mac, D’ye ken, Angus, I sometimes think that thou’rt 
losing some o’ thine auld skill at upsetting railway trains. 
Thou hast not done sic a thing these sax weeks, and the cottage 
stands sairly in need of sic chance custom as tne poor delayed 
passengers may bring. 

Mag, Nay, mither, thou wrangest him. Even noo, this very 
day, has he not plac^ two bonnie braw sleepers across the up¬ 
link ready for the express from Glaisgie, which is due in twa 
miiiiites or so? 
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Jfn. Jlfoe. £lude ladl Gude thougbtfu* lad I Bat I hope the 
unfortunate passengers will na* be much hurt, puir unconscious 
bodies! 

Ang, Fear nought, mither. Lang experience has taught me 
to do my work deftly. The^train will run off the line, and the 
traffic will just be blocked for half a day, but 1*11 warrant ye 
that, wi* a* this, nae mon, woman, or child amang them will 
get sae much as a bruised head or a broken nose. 

Mag, My Bin tender-hearted Angus! He wadna hurt sae 
much as a blatherin* buzzin* bluebottle fleel 
Ang* Nae, Meg, not if takin* care and thought could help 
the poor dumb thing! (Wiping his eyes.) There, see, lass (looj^ 
ing off), the train’s at a standstill, and there’s nae harm done. 
I’ll just go and tell the puir distraught passengers that they 
may rest them here, in thy cot, gin they will, till the line is 
cleared again. Mither, get thy rooms ready, and put brose i* 
the pot| for mebbe they’ll be hungry, puir souls. Farewell, 
Meg; ril be back ere lang, and if I don’t bring 'ee a full half- 
dozen o’ well-paying passengers, thou may’st just wed the red¬ 
headed exciseman 1 [Exit Angus. 

Mag. Oh, mither, mither, I’m ower happy I J’ve nae de¬ 
served sic a good fortune as to be the wife o’ yon brave and 
honest lad 1 

Mrs. Mae. Meg, thine auld mither’s hairt is sair at the 
thought o’ losin’ ye, for hitherto she’s just been a’ the world to 
’ee; but now thou’lt cleave to thine Angus, and thou’lt learn 
to love him better than thy puir auld mither 1 But it mun br 
—it mun be! 

Mag. Nay, mither, say not that A gude girl loves her 
husband wi’ one love and her mither wi’ anither. They are 
not alike, but neither is greater nor less than the ithcr, and 
they dwell together in peace and unity. That is how a gude 
girl loves. 

Mrs. Mae. And thou art a gude girl, Meg ? 

Mag. I am a varra gude girl indeed, mither^—a varra, varra 
gude girl I 

Mrs. Mae. Tm richt sure o^ that. AVell, the puir belated 
passengers will ke here directly, and it is our duty to provide 
for them Mo puir hospitality as our humble roof will afford. It 
shall never be sMd o’ Janie Macfarlane that she ever turned 
the weaiw traveller fainting from her door. 

Mae.! fy ain gentle-hearted mither! 
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Enter Akous with Beltawnet and Miss TaEHlfttyE. She U 
in travelling c<Mume, and both are mwh agitated and 
alarmed, 

Ang. Step in, sir—step in, and «t ye doiin for a wee. 1*11 
just send Mistress Macfarlane to ye. 8he*s a glide auld bodie, 
and will see to your comforts as if she was your ain mither. 

Bel. Thank you, my worthy lad, fur your kindness at this 
trying moment. 1 asy ire you wo shall not forget it. 

Ang. Ah, sir, wadna any rion do as niuckle ? A dry shelter, 
a bannock and a pan o* parritch is a* we can offer ye, but sic as 
it is yo*ro hairtily welcome. 

Bd, It is well—we thank yon. 

Ang, For wha wadna help the unfortunate ? 

Bel. (ficcupi&l with Miss Tbehebne). Exactly—every one 
would. 

Ang, Or feed the hungry? 

Bd, No doubt. 

Ang, It just brings the tear drop to my ee* to think —— 

Bd. {leading him off). My friend, we would bo alone, this 
maiden and 1. Farewell I (Exit Akgub, into cottage.) Be* 
linda—my own—my life 1 Compose yourself. It was in truth 
a weird and gruesome accident The lino is blocked—your 
parasol is broken, and your butterscotch trampled in the dust, 
but no serious barm is done. Come, be cheerfuL We are safe— 
quite safe. 

Mise T. Safe I Ah, Belvawney, my own own Belvawney— 
there is, I fear, no safety fur us so long as we are liable to be 
overtaken by that fearful Major to whom I was to Jiavo been 
married this morning! ^ 

Bd, Major McGillicuddy ? I confess I do not feel oomlort* 
able when 1 think of Major McGillicuddy. 

MUe T, You know his barbaric nature, and liow madly 

I 'ealous he is. If he should find that 1 have eloped with you. 
le will most surely shoot us both 1 
Bd. It is an uneasy prospect. (Suddenly.) Belinda, do you 
love me? 

Mw T, With an impetuous passion that 1 phall carry with 
me to the tomb 1 

Bd, Then be mine to-morrow 1 We ore not fisr from Gretna, 
and the thing can be done without delay. Once married, the 
arm of the law will protect us from this fearful man, and we 
can defy him to do his worst. 

Miu T, Belvawney, all this is qnite true. I love you madly, 
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passionately ;•! care to live but in your heart, I breathe but for 
your love; yet, before I actually consent to take the irrevocable 
step that will place me on the pinnacle of my fondest hopes, 
you must give me some definite idea of your pecuniary position. 
I ara not mercenary, Heaven knows; but business is business, 
and I confess 1 should like a little definite information about 
the settlements. 

Bd, I often think that it is deeply to be deplored that these 
grovelling questions of money should alloy the tendcrest and 
most hallowed sentiments that inspire our imperfect natures. 

Jlftss T, It is unfortunate, no doubt, but at the same time it 
is absolutely necessary. 

Bd, Belinda, I will be frank with you. My income is £1000 
a year, ^hich 1 hold on certain conditions. You know my 
friend Cbeviot Hill, who is travelling to Loudon in the same 
train with us, but in the third class? 

MitmT, I believe 1 know the man you mean. 

Bd, Cheviot, who is a young man of largo proixirty, but 
extremely close-fisted, is cursed with a strangely amatory dis¬ 
position, as you will admit when 1 tell you that ho has con¬ 
tracted a habit of proposing marriage, as a matter of course, to 
every woman ho meets. His haughty father (who comes of a 
very old family—the Cheviot Hills had settled in this part of 
the world centuries before the Conquest) is compelled by his 
health to reside in Madeira. Knowing that 1 exercise an all 
but supernatural influence over his son, and fearing that his 
affectionate disposition would lead him to contract an undesir- 
abli marriage, the old gentleman allows mo £1000 a year so 
long as Cheviot shall live single, but at his death or marriage 
the Dipney goes over to Cheviot’s uncle Symperson, who is now 
travelling to town with him. 

liist T. Then so long as your influence over him lasts, so 
long only will you retain your income ? 

Bd. That is, I am sorry to say, the state of the case. 

Mi$» T, (a/ter a pause). Belvawncyt 1 love you with an 
Imperishable ardour which mocks the power of words. If 1 
were to begin to tell you now of the force of my indomitable 
passion for yoq, the tomb would close over me before 1 could 
exhaust the entrancing subject. But, as I said before, business 
is business, and unless 1 can see some distinct probability that 
your income will be permanent, 1 shall have no alternative but 
to weep my heart out in all the anguish of maiden solitude-" 
uncaied for, unloved, and alone I 

\EssU Miss Tbebeshi inda 
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BA. 'J'liere f;oes a noble-hearted girl, indeed I Oh, for the 
gift of Cheviot’s airy badinage—oh, for his skill in weaving a 
net about the hearts of women! If 1 could but induce her t) 
marry me at once before the dreadful Major learns our flight 1 
Why not? We are in Scotlandp Methinks I’ve heard two 
loving f 3arts can wed, in this strauge country, by merely making 
declaration to that effect. I will think out some cunning scheme 
to lure her into marriage unawares. 


Enter Maooib, /rom cottage, 

Mag. Will ye walk in and rest a wee, Maister Belvawney? 
There’s a room ready for ye, kind sir, and ye’re heartily/ welcome 
to it. 

Bel. It is well. Stop! Gome hither, maiden. 

Mag. Oh, sirl you do not mean any harm towards a puir, 
innocent, unprotected cottage lassie? 

Bel. Harm 1 Ko: of course, I don’t. What do you mean ? 

Mag. I’m but a puir, humble mountain girl; but let me tell 
you, sir, that my character’s just as dear to me as the richest 
and proudest lady’s in the land. Before I consent to approach 
ye, swear to me that you mean me no harm. 

Bd. Harm? Of course, 1 don’t. Don’t be a little fool. 
Gome here. 

Mag, There is something in his manner that reassures me. 
It is not that of the airy trifler with innocent hairts. {Ahmi^ 
What wad ye wi’ puir, harmless Maggie Macfarlane. gude sir? 

BA. Gan you tell me what constitutes a Scotch rgarriage? 

May. Oh, sir, it's nae use asking me that; for my ^airt is 
not my ain to give. I’m betrothed to the b st and noblest lad 
in a’ the bonnie Borderland. Oh, sir, I canna be your bride I 

BA. My girl, you mistake. I do not want you for my bride. 
Can’t you answer a simple question? What constitutes a 
iScotoh marriage ? 

Mag. Ye’ve just to say before twa witnesses, Maggie Mac¬ 
farlane is my wifeand I’ve just to say, ** Maister Belvawney 
is my husband,” and nae mon can set us aqundcr. But, sir, 
I canna be your bride; for 1 am betrothed to the best and 
noblest— 

BA. I congratulate you. You can go. 

Mag. Yes, sir. Maqois into ooUage. 

BA. It is a simple process; simple, but yet how beautiflil! 
One thil^; is oertain—Cheviot n^y marry any day, desjdte m^ 
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pmsautiuiM, tod then 1 shall be ponnilesB. He may die, and 
equally 1 shall be penniless. Belinda has £500 a year; It is 
not much, but it would, at least, save me from starvation, 

[Exit Belvawnkt. 


E'nfer Svui'KKtiUN^ and Ohkviut Hill over bridge. They both 
show signs of damage—ikeir hats are btaten in and their 
clothes disorder^ through the accident, 

8ymp. Well, here we are at last—- 

Ch, Yes; here wo are at last, and a pretty state I'm in, to bo 
nure. 

Symp.silLy dear nephew, you would travel third class, and 
this is the consequence. After all, there's not much harm done. 

Ch, Not much harm? What d'ye call that? (Showing his 
hat,) 'Jl^n and nincpence at one operation! My gloves split— 
one and four 1 My coat ruined—eighteen and six 1 It’s a 
coarse and brutal nature that recognizes no harm that don't 
involve loss rf blood. I'm reduced by tliis accident from a 
thinking, feelins, reilecting human being, to a moral pulp— 
a mash—a poultice. Damme, sir, tliat's what I ami I'm a 
poultice! 

Sym, Cheviot, my dear boy, at the moment of the accident 
you were speaking to me on a very interesting subject. 

Ch, Was 1? I forget what it was. 'I'he accident has 
knocked it clean out of my head. 

Sym, You were saying that you were a man of good position 
ind fortuq^; that you derived £2000 a year from your bank; 
that you thought it a as time you settled. You then reminded 
me that 1 should come into Belvawney’s £1000 a year on your 
marriage, and I'm not sure, but 1 rather think you mentioned, 
casually, that my daughter Minnie is an Angel of Light. 

Ch. iWe, and just then we went off the line. To resume— 
Uncle Symperson, your daughter Minnie is an Angel of Light, 
a perfect being, as innocent as a new-laid egg. 

%m. Minnie is, indeed, all that you have described her. 

Ch. Uncle, I'm a man of few words. I feel and I speak. I 
love that girl, kadly, passionately, irresistibly. She is my 
whole life, my whole soul and body, my Past, my Present, and 
my To Come. I have thought for none but her; she fills my 
mind, sleeping and waking; she is the essence of every hope— 
the tree upon which the firuit of my heart is grovring—my own 
ToCbmel 
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Sym, (who Jias »unh overfowered on to stod during ihio 
npee^). Cheviot, my dear boy, excuse a father’s tears. I 
won’t beat about the bush. You have anticipated my devoutest 
wish. Cheviot, my dear boy, take her, she is yours 1 

Ch. I have often heard of raptiae, but 1 never knew what it 
was til' now. Uncle Symperson, bearing; in mind the fact that 
your income will date from the day of the wedding, when may 
this be ? 

Sgm, My boy, the sooner the better! Delicacy would 
prompt me to give Belvawncy a reasonable notice of the im¬ 
pending loss of his income, but should I, for such a mere selfish 
reason as that, rob my child d one hour of the happiness that 
you are about to confer upon her ? No 1 Duty to my child is 
l^iramount! * 

Ch. On one condition, however, I must insist. This must 
1x3 kept from Belvawney’s knowledge. You know the strange, 
mj’sterious inducnce that his dreadful eyes exercise ovo me. 

Sym. 1 have remarked it with astonishment. 

Ch. They are much inflamed just now, and he has to wear 
green spectacles. While this lasts 1 am a free agent, but under 
treatment they may recover. In that case, if he knew that 1 
contemplated matrimony, he would use them to prevent my 
doing so—and 1 cannot resist them—I cannot resist them! 
Therefore, 1 say, untd I am safely and securely tied up, Bel- 
vawnoy must know nothing about it. 

Sym. Trust me, Cheviot, he shall know nothing about it 
from me. (Aside.) A thousand a year! 1 have endeavoured, 
but in vain, to woo Fortune for filty-six years, but she smiles 
upon me at last!—she smiles upon me at last I 

(Exit Symperson into cottage, 

Ch. At length my hopes are to be crowned 1 Oh, my own— 
my own—the hope of my heart—my love—my lifel 

Enter Bbltawket, who has overheard these words. 

Bd. Cheviot 1 Whom are you apostrophizing in those 
terms? You’ve been at it again, I see I 

Ch. Belvawney, that apostrophe was private; 1 decline to 
admit you to my confidence. 

Bel. Cheviot, what is the reason of this strange tone of 
defiance ? A week ago 1 had but to express a wisn, to have 
it obeyed as a matter of course. 

Ch. Belvawney, it may not be denied that there was a time 
when, owing to the remarkable influence exercised over me by 
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your oxtrao^lnary eyes, you could do with me u you would. 
It would be affectation to deny it; your eyes withered my will; 
they paralyzed my volition. They were strange and lurid eyes, 
and 1 bowed to them. Those eyes were my Fate—my Destiny 
—my unerring Must—my« iuoTitablo Shall. That time has 
gone—for ever I 

Bd, Alas for the days that are past and the good that came 
and went with thorn! 

Oh. Weep for them if you will. I cannot weep with yon, 
for I loved them not. But, as you say, they are past. The 
light that lit up those eyes is extinct—their fire has died out— 
their soul has ned. They are no longer eyes, they are poached 
eggs. 1 have not yet sunk so low as to bo the slave of two 
poached #ggs. 

Bd. Have mercy. If any girl has succeeded in enslaving 
you—and I know how easily you are enslaved—dismiss her 
upm 3 |pur thoughts; have no more to say to her; and 1 will--* 
yes, I will bless you with my latest breath I 

Oh. Whether a blessing conferred with one’s latest breath is 
a Buperii>r article to one conferred in robust health we need not 
stop to inquire. I decline, as I said before, to admit yon to my 
confidence on any terms whatever. Begone! Belvaw- 

NET.) Dismiss from my thoughts the only woman I ever loved! 
Have no more to say to the tree upon which the fruit of my 
heart is growing 1 No, Bclvawney, I cannot cut off my tree 
as if it were gas or water* I do not treat women like that. 
Some men do, but I don’t. 1 am not that sort of man. I 
respect women; I love women. They are good; they are 
pure; the,^ are beautilul; at least, many of them are. 

* Enter Maooib from mttage: he is much fascinated. 

This one, for example, is very beautiful indeed I 

Mag, If ye’ll just walk in, sir, ye’ll find a bannock and a pan 
o' parritcb waitin’ for ye on the table. 

Ch, This is one of the loveliest women I ever met in the 
whole course of my life I 

Jfo^. (aside). What’s ho glowerin’ at ? (Aloud.) Oh, sir, ye 
mean no barm io the poor Lowland lassie? 

Ch, Pardon me; irs very foolish. I can’t account for it— 
hut I am arrested, fascinated. 

Mc^, Oh, gude sir, what’s fascinated ye ? 

Ch. I douTt know; there is something about you that 
exercises a most remarkable influence over me; it seems to 
n. c 
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weave a kind of enchantment around me. I can*t think what it 
is. You are a good girl, I am sure. None but a good girl could 
BO powerfully affect ma You art a good girl, are you not? 

Mag, I am a varra gude girl inde^, sir. 

(Jh, I was quite sure of it arm r&und her waist) 

Mag, I am a much better girl than nineteen out of twenty 
in these pairts. And they are all gude girls too. 

Ch. My darling I (Kism her.) 

Mag. Oh, kind sir, what^s that for? 

Ch. It is your reward for being a good girl. 

Afay. Oh, sir, 1 did na look for sic a recompense; you are 
▼arra varra kind to puir little Maggie Macfarlane. 

Ch. 1 cannot think what it is about you that fascinates me 
so remarkably. 

Mag. Maybe it's my beauty. 

Ch. May]^ it is. It is quite possible that it may be, as you 
say, your beauty. e 

Mag. I am remarkably pretty, and I've a varra neat figure. 

Ch, There is a natural modesty in this guileless appreciation 
of your own perfection that is, to me, infinitely more charming 
than the affected ignorance of an artificial town-bred beauty. 

Mag, Oh, sir, can 1 close my een to the picture that my 
looking-glass holds up to me twenty times a day ? We see the 
rose on the tree, and we say that it is fair; we see the silver moon 
sailing in the braw blue heavens, and we say that she is bright; 
we see the brawling stream purling over the smooth stanes i' 
the bum, and we say that it is beautiful; and shall we close 
our een to the fairest of nature's works—a pure and beauiful 
woman? Why, sir, it wad just be base ingratitude^ No, it's 
best to tell the truth about a' things: 1 am a varra, yr *ra, 
beautiful girl! 

Ch. Maggie Macfarlane, Tm a plain, blunt, straightforward 
man, and I come quickly to the point. 1 see more to love 
in you than I ever saw in any woman in al?' my life before. 
1 have a large income, which 1 do not spend recklessly. 1 love 
you passionately; you are the essence of every hope; yon are 
the tree upon which the fruit of my heart is growing—Fast, 
my Present, my Future—^you are my own To (lome. Q%1L me, 
will you he mine—will you join your life with mine? 

Enter Akgub, who listens, 

Mag, Ah, kind sir, I*m sairly grieved to wound sae true and 
tender a love as yours, hut ye^re ower late, my love is nae my 
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aib to giv^ye, it’s elven ower to the best and bravest lad in 
a* the TOnnie Borderland! 

Ch. Give me bis address that 1 may go and curse him I 

Mag. {kneels to Hill). Ah, ye must not curse him. Oh, 
spare him, srare him, for Ife is good and brave, and he loves me, 
00 , sae dearlyi and X love him, oh, sae dearly too. Oh, sir, 
kind sir, have mercy on him, and do not—do not curse him, or 
1 shall die! {Throwing herself at his feet.) 

Ch. Will you, or will you not, oblige me by telling me 
where he is, that I may at once go and curse him ? 

Ang. {coming forward). He is here, sir, but dinna waste your 
curses on me. Maggie, my bairn {raising her\ I heard the 
answer ye gave to this man,my true and gentle lassie! Yu 
spake ilell and bravely, Meg—well and bravely! Dinna heed 
the water in my e'e—‘it*s a tear of joy and gratitude, Meg— 
a tear of joy and gratitude I 

C^{iou^d). Poor fellow! I will not curse him! (Aloud.) 
Young man, 1 res[)ect your honest emotion. I don’t want to 
distress you, but I cannot help loving this most charming girl. 
Come, is it reasonable to quarrel with a man because he’s of the 
same way of thinking as yourself? 

Ang. Nay, sir, I’m nae fasht, but it just seems to drive a’ 
the bluid back into my hairt when I think that my Meg is 
loved by anither I Oh, sir, she’s a fair and winsome lassie, and 
1 micht as justly be angry wi’ ye for loving the blue heavens! 
She’s just as far above us as they are! ( Piping his eyes and 
kissing her.) 

Ch. {with decision). Pardon me, I cannot allow that. 

Ang. Eh? 

0%. I love that girl madly—passionately—and I cannot 
posribly allow you to do that—not before my eyes, I beg. You 
simply torture me. 

Mag. {to Ang.). Leave, off, dear, till the puir gentleman’s 
gone, and then*'ye can begin again. 

Ch. Angus, listen to me. You love this girl ? 

Ang. 1 love her, sir, a’most as weel as I love mysel*! 

Ch. Then reflect how you are standing in the way of her 
prosperity. I tarn a rich man. I have money, position, and 
education. I am a much more intellectual and generally agree¬ 
able companion for her than you can ever hope to bo. I am 
full of anecdote, and all my anecdotes are in the beat possible 
taste. I will tell you some of them some of these days, and 

S ou can judge for yourself. Maggie, if she married me, would 
ve in a nine house in a good square. She would have wine-*** 
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occasionally. She would be kept beautifully clean. Now, if 
you really love this girl almost as well as you love yourself, 
are you doing wisely or kindly in standing in the way of her 
getting all these good things ? As to compensation—why, I’ve 
had heavy exTOnses of late—but if-e-yes, if thirty shillings— 

Any. (hotlyy Sir, I’ni puir in pocket, but I've a rich hairt. 
It is rich in a pure and overflowing love, and he that hath love 
hath all. You canna ken what true love is, or you wadna dare 
to insult a puir but honest lad by offering to buy his treasure 
for money. (Cheviot retires up.) 

Mag. My ain true darling 1 ( TTiey embrace.) 

Ch, Now, I’ll not have it 1 Understand me, 1*11 not have it. 
It’s simple agony to me. Angus, 1 respect your indignation, 
but you are too hasty. 1 do not offer to buy your trehsure for 
money. You love her; it will naturally cause you pain to part 
with her, and 1 prescribe thirty shillings, not as a cure, but as 
a tomijorary solace. If thirty shillings is not enough^ why, 
I don’t mind making it two pounds. 

Ang. Nae, sir, it’s useless, and we ken it weel, do we not, my 
brave lassie? Our hearts are one as our bodies will be some 
day; and the man is na born, and the gold is na coined, that 
can sot us twain asunder I 

May, Angus, dear. I’m varra proud o* sae staunch and true a 
love; it’s like your ain true self, an’ I can say nae more for it 
than that. But dinna act wi’out prudence and forethought, dear. 
In these hard times twa pound is twa ^und, and I*m nae sure 
that ye’re acting richtly in refusing sae large a sum. I love you 
varra dearly—ye ken that right weel—an* if ye’ll be troubled’wi* 
sic a poor little mousie I’ll mak’ ye a true an’ loving «vife, but I 
doubt whether, wi’ a’ my love, I’ll ever be worth as much,! > ye 
ns twa pound. Dinna act in haste, dear; tak’ time to think 1x9* 
fore ye refuse this kind^^gentleman’s offer. 

Ang, Oh, sir, is not this rare modesty ? Could ye match it 
amang your toun-bred fine ladies ? I think nofl Meg, it shall 
be as you say. I’ll tok* the siller, but it'll be wi’ a sair and 
broken hairt f (Cheviot gives Angus money.) Fare thee weel, 
my love—my childhood’s'-boy hood’s—^manhood’s love! Ye’re 
ganging fra my hairt to anither, who’ll gie thee mair o* the 
gude things o’ this world than I could ever gie ^ee, except love, 
an’ o* that my hairt is full indeed t But it’s a’ for the best; 
ye’ll be happier wi’ him—and twa pound is twa poun^ Meg, 
mak’ him a gude wife, be true to him, and love him as ye Iovm 
me, Qhy Mo|, my bruised hurt is well nigh like to break 1 

inta eoUagdg tn gretft aggftg. 
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ilfor;. toia^tUly after him). Pair laddioj ptiir laddie! 

0h» 1 did na ken till noo how weel he loved me t 

Ch. Maggie, I’m almost sorry I—poor lad, poor fellow I He 
has a generous heart. I am glad I did not curse him. (Aside.) 
This is weakness 1 (Aioud.) Maggie my own— ever and for always 
my own, we will be very happy, will we not? 

Mag. Oh, sir, I dinna ken, bat in truth I hope so. Oh, sir, 
my happiness is in your hands noo; be kind to the puir cottage 
lassie who loves ye sae weel; my hairt is a* your ain, and if ye 
forsake me my lot will be a sair one indeed 1 

[Exit, weeping, into cottage. 

Ch. Poor little Lowland lassie! That’s my idea of a wife. 
No ridiculous extravagance; no expensive tastes. Knows how 
to dress^ike a lady on £5 a year-; an, and does it too I No pre¬ 
tence there of being blind to her own beauties; she knows that 
she is beautiful, and scorns to lie about it. In that respect she 
resembles Symperson’s dear daughter, Minnie. My darling 
Minnie. (Looks eUminmtwre^ My own darling Minnie. Minnie 
is fair, Maggie is dark. Maggie loves me 1 That excellent and 
perfect country creature loves me I She is to be the light of 
my life, my own to come 1 In some respects she is even prettier 
than Minnie—^my darling Minnie, Symperson’s dear daughter, 
the tree upon which the fruit of my heart is growing; my Past, 
niy Present, and my Future, my own To Come 1 But this ten¬ 
dency to reverie is growing on me; I must shake it off. 

Enter Miss Tbehernb. 

Heaven and earth, what a singularly lovely girl! 

Miss TT a stranger 1 Pardon me, I will withdraw !-* 

Ch. A stranger indeed, in one sense, inasmuch as he never 
had the happiness of meeting you before—^but, in that he has a 
heart that can sympathize with another’s misfortune, he trusts 
he may claim to be regarded almost as a friend. 

Miss T, Mav I ask, sir, to what misfortunes you allude? 

Ch, I—ar—do not know their precise nature, but that percep¬ 
tion would indeed be dull, and that heart w'ould be indeed flinty, 
that did not at once perceive that you are very very unhappy. 
Accept, madanf, my deepest and most respectful sympathy* 

Miss T, You have guessed rightly, sir I lam indeed a most 
unhappy woman. 

0%. I am delighted to hear it—4-*-I mean I feel a {deasore^ a 
melanchdly and chastened pleasure, in reflecting that, if your 
distress is not of a pecuniary nature it may perohanoe lay in 
my poww to alleviate your oorrow. 
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ilfiw 31 ImpossiblOj siTi though I thank you for your respect* 
ful sympathy. 

Ch, How many women would forego twenty years of their 
lives to be as beautiful as yourself, little dreaming that extra¬ 
ordinary loveliness can co-exist with the most poignant anraish 
uf mind 1 But so, too often, we find it, do we not, dear lacfy ? 

Mi» T, Sir I this tone of address, from a complete stranger 1 

Ch, Nay, be not unreasonably severe upon an impassionable 
and impulsive roan, whose tongue is but the too faithful herald 
of his hear^ We see the rose ou the tree, and we say that it is 
fair, we see the bonnie brooks purling over the smooth stanes— 
1 should say stones—in the bum, and we say that it is beautiful, 
and shall we close our eyes to the fairest of nature’s works, a 
pure and beautiful woman? Why, it would be base ingAtitude, 
indeed! 

Mia T, I cannot deny that there is much truth in the senti¬ 
ments you so beautifully express, but I am, unhappily, toe well 
aware that, whatever advantages 1 may possess, personal beauty 
is not among their number. 

Ch, How exquisitely modest is this chaste insensibility to 
your own singular loveliness! How infinitely more winning 
than the bold-faced self-appreciation of under-bred country mrls 1 

Mia T, I am glad, sir, that you are pleased with my modesty. 
It has often been admired. 

Ch, Pleased I 1 am more than pleased—that’s a veiy weak 
word. 1 am enchanted. Madam, 1 am a man of quick impulse 
and energetic action. 1 feel and 1 speak—1 cannot help it. 
Madam, be not surprised when I tell you that I caonot resist 
the conviction that you are the light of my futureelife, the 
essence of every ho|)e, the tree upon which the fruit of. jay 
heart is growing—my Past, my Present, my Future^ my own 
To Gome! Do not extinguish that light, do not disperse that 
essence, do not blight that tree I 1 am well off; Pm a bachelor; 
I’m thirty-two; and 1 love you, madam, humbly, truly, trust¬ 
fully, patiently. Paralyzed with admiration, I wait anxiously, 
and yet hopefully, for your reply. 

Mia T, Sir, that heart would indeed be cold that did not 
feel grateful for so much earnest, single-hearte^ devotion. 1 
am deeply grieved to have to say one word to cause pain to one 
who expresses himself in such well-chosen terms of respectfiil 
esteem; but, alas! 1 have already yielded up my heart to one 
who, if I mistake not, is a dear personal friend of your own. 

GA. Am I to understand that you are the young lady of pro¬ 
perty whom l^lvawney hopes to many ? 
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Jtfiss T, lam, indeed, that unhappy woman! 

6%. And is it possible that you love him ? 

Mi» T, With a rapture that thrills every fibre of my heart 
—with a devotion that enthralls my very soul I But there's 
some difficulty about his settlements. 

Ch, A difficulty 1 1 should think there was. Why, on my 
marrying, his entire income goes over to Symperson 1 I could 
reduce him to penury to-moiiuw. As it happens, I am en* 
gaged, I recollect, to Symperson's daughter; and if Bclvawney 
dares to interpose between you and me, by George, I'll do it I 

Miss T. Oh, spare him, sir! You say that you love me? 
Then, for my sake, remain single for ever—is all I ask, it is 
not much. Promise me that you will never, never marry, and 
we will both bless you with our latest breath I 

Ch, There seems to be a special importance attached to a 
blessing conferred with one's latest breath that 1 entirely fail to 
grasp.* It seems to me to convey no definite advantage of any 
kind whatever. 

MtM T. Cruel, cruel man I 

Enter Belvawket, in great atarm. 

Eel. We are lost!—we are lostl 

Miss T. What do you mean ? 

Ch. Who has lust you ? 

Eel, Major McOillicuddy discovered your flight, and fol¬ 
lowed in the next train. The line is blocked through our 
accident, and his train has pulled up within a few yards of our 
own. He^s now making his way to this very cottage 1 What 
do you say to that ? 

Miss T. I agree with you, we are lostl 

Ch, 1 disagree with you; 1 should say you are found. 

Ed. This man is a reckless fire-eater; he is jealous of me. 
He will assurediy shoot us both if he sees us here together. I 
am no coward—W—1 confess 1 am uneasy. 

Miss T, (to Chevioty. Oh, sir, you have a ready wit; help us 
out of this difficulty, and we will both bless you— 

Ed, With our latest breath 1 

Ch, That dedides me. Madam, nimain here with me. Bel- 
vawney, withdraw. (Belvawnet retires.) I will deal with 
this maniac alone. All 1 ask is, that if 1 find it necessary to 
make a statement that is not consistent with strict truth, you, 
madam, will unheritatingly endorse it? 

Miss T, 1 will stake my very existence on its vtnoity,what> 
over it may be. 
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(7A. Good. He is at liand. Belvawney, go. • 

[Exit BzlyaWIAt. 

Now, madam, repose upon my shoulders, place your arms around 
me so—^is that comfortable? 

ifiss T, It is luxurious. ^ 

Ch, Good. 

Miss T. You are sure it does not inconvenience you ? 

Oh, Not at aU. Go back, I like it. Now we are ready for 
him. 

Enter McGilliouddv with two friends dressed as for a wedding, 
with white favours. MoGillxcuddt hcts pistols. All greatly 
exceed, 

ft 

MeO, Where is the villain? I’ll swear he is concealed some¬ 
where. Search every tree, every bush, every geranium. Ha 1 
they are here. Perjured woman I Pve found you at last.* 

Miss T, {to Cheviot). Save me! 

[Belvawnet appears at hack, listening. 

McQ, Who is the unsightly scoundrel with whom you have 
flown—the unpleasant-looking scamp whom you have dared to 
prefer to me ? Uncurl yourself from around the plain villain 
at once, unless you would share his fate. 

[Maqoie and Aequb appear from cottage. 

Miss T. Major, spare him I 

Ch, Now, sir, perhaps you will be so ^od as to explain who 
the deuce you are, and what you want with this lady ? 

McQ. 1 don’t know who you may be, but I’m McGillici'ddy. 
I am betrothed to this lady; we were to have been married this 
morning. I waited for her at the church from ten till, .our, 
then I began to get impatient. 

Oh, 1 really Ihink you must be labouring under some de¬ 
lusion. 

McQ, Delusion? Ha! hat {Two friends*-produce large 
welding cake.) Here’s the cake I 

Ch, Still 1 think there’s a mistake somewhere. This lady is 
my wife. 

jlfcG. What! Belinda! dh, Belinda! Tel| me that this 
unattractive man lies; tell me that you are mine and only 
mine, now and for ever! 

Miss T. I cannot say that. This gentleman is my husband! 

[McGiLLicuDDY/af^s soibHng on seat; Belvawnet tears 
his hair in despair i IfAaoxE sobs on Akous’s 
ehoMsr. 
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ACT U. 

Sofi58.->-i)oui20 Drawing-^oom t» Sympwsm's Sinue. Tndi’- 
catimn that a wedding is about to take place, A j}?aie oj 
tarts and a bottle of wine on table. 

Enter Minnie Stmperson, in wedding dreeSt followed by 
Fabker, her maid, holding her train, 

Min, T&ke care, Farker->that*8 right. There! How do 1 

Par, Beautiful, miss; quite beautiful. 

Min^(eamestly). Oh, Parker, am I really beautiful? Beally, 
really beautiful, you know? 

Par, Oh, miss, there's no question alwut it. Oh, I do so 
hope you and Mr. Cheviot Hill will be happy. 

Min, Oh, I’m sure we shall, Parker. He has often told me 
that I am the tree upon which the fruit of his heart is growing; 
and one couldn't wish to be more than that. And he tells me 
that his greatest happiness is to see me happy. So it will be 
my duty—my duty, Parker—to devote my life, my whole life, 
to making myself as happy as I possibly can. 

Enter Symperson, dresxdfor wedding, 

Syrn, So* my little lamb is ready for the sacrifice. You can 
go, Pitfker. And I am to lose uiy pet at last; niy little dickey- 
bird is to be married to-day 1 Well, well, it’s for her good. 1 
must try and bear it—^1 must try and bear it. 

Min, And as tny dear old papa comes into £1000 a yea.* by 
it, I hope he won't allow it to distress him too much. He mus* 
try and bear up. He mustn't fret. 

Sym, My child, 1 will not deny that £1000 a year is a 
consolation. It's quite a fortune. 1 hardly know what 1 shall 
do with it. * 

Min, 1 think, dear papa, you will spend a good deal of it on 
brandy, and a good deal more on billiards, and a good deal more 
on betting. 

8y^ It may be so: I don’t say it won't. We shall see, 
we shall see. These simple pleasures would certainly 
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tend to soothe your poor old father’s declining yeaiv. And my 
darling has not done badly either, haa she ? 

Min, No, dear papa; only fancy I Cheviot has £2000 a year 
from shares in the Koyal Indestructible Bank. 

Bym. And don’t spend £200. BjV'the-bye, Fm sorry that my 
little bird has not contrived to induce him to settle anything on 
her; that, I think, was remiss in my tom-tit. 

Min, Dear papa, Cheviot is the very soul of honour; he’s a 
fine, noble, manly, spirited fellow, but if he Aos a fault, it is 
that he is very, oh very, very stingy. He would rather lose his 
heart’s blood than part with a shilling unnecessarily. He’s a 
noble fellow, but he^s like that 

Still I can’t help feeling that if my robin had worked 
him judiciously —— * 

Min, Papa, dear, Cheviot is an all but perfect character, the 
very type of knightly chivalry; but he haa faults, and among 
other things he’s one of the worst tempered men I ever met in 
all my little life. Poor, simple, little Minnie, thought the 
matter over very carefully in her silly childish way, and she 
came to the conclusion, in her foolish little noddle, that, on the 
whole, perhaps she could work it better after marriage, than 
before. 

Sym. Well, well, perhaps my wren is right (Riaea.) 

Min, Don’t laugh at my silly little thoughts, dear jiapa, when 
I say I’m sure she is. 

8ym. Minnie, my dear daughter, take a father’s advice, the 
last ho will ever bo entitled to give you. If you would be truly 
happy in the married state, bo sure you have your own way in 
everything. Brook no contradictions. Never yield*to outside 
pressure. Give in to no argument. Admit no appeal, ’^iow- 
ever wrong you may be, maintain a firm, resolute, and deter¬ 
mined front. These were your angel mother’s principles through 
life, and she was a hap]iy woman indeed. 1 neglected those 
principles, and while she lived I was a miserable^ wretch. 

Min, Papa dear, I have thought over the matter very care¬ 
fully in my little baby-noddle, and I have come to the con¬ 
clusion—don’t laugh at me, dear papa—^that it is my duty— 
my dviy-^o fall in with Cheviot’s views in everything b^ora 
marriage, and Cheviot’s duty to fall into my views in everything 
after marriage. I think that is only fair, don’t you ? 

Sym , Yes, I dare say it will come to that. 

Min, Don’t think me a very silly little goose when 1 say I’m 
gore it will Quite, quite sure, dear xiapa. Quite. 

[JSkil MurKB. 
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%ffi. l)earchild*-dear child ] I sometimes fancy I can see 
traces of her angel mother’s disposition in her. Yes, I think—' 
I think she will be happy. But, poor Cheviot 1 Oh, lor, poor 
Cheviot 1 Dear me, it won’t bear thinking of! 

Enter Miss Treherke, mt^aerved. She i» dressed in sUitdy 

and funereal black. 

Mtsa T, Gome here, man-servant. Approach. Fm not going 
to bite you. Can 1 see the fair young thing they call Minnie 
Symperson ? 

Sym. Well really, I can hardly say. Tliere’s nothing wrong, 

I hope? 

Miss 1*. Nothing wrong? Oh, thoughtless, frivolous, light¬ 
hearted creature I Ob, reckless old butterfly I Nothing wrong I 
You’ve eyes in your head, a nose on your face, cars on each 
hide of 4t, a brain of some sort in your skull, haven’t you, 
butler ? 

Sym. Undoubtedly, but I beg to observe I’m not the- 

Miss T. Have you or have you not the gift of simple appre¬ 
hension ? Can you or can you not draw conclusions? Go to, 
go to, you offend me. 

Sym. (aside). There is something wrong, and it’s here (touch¬ 
ing his forehead). I’ll tell her you’re here. Whom shall I 
bay? 

Mies T. Say that one on whose devoted head the black 
sorrows of a long lifetime have fallen, even as a funeral pall, 
craves a minuter interview with a dear old friend. Do you 
think you can recollect that message, butler ? 

Symt I’H try, but I beg, I beg to observe, I’m not the buMer. 
(Abide.) This is a most surprising young person 1 [Exit. 

Mm T. At last I’m in my darling’s home, the home of the 
bright blythe carolling thing that lit, as with a ray of heaven’s 
runlight^ the mufky ^oom of my miserable school-days. But 
what do 1 see? Tarts? Ginger wine? There are rejoicings 
of some kind afoot. Alas, I am out of place here. What have 
1 in common with tarts ? Oh, I am ill-attuned to scenes of 
revelry 1 (lUkesja tart and eats if.) 

Enter Mimeie. 

Min. Belindal (They rush to each other^s arms.) 

Miss T. Minnie! My own long-lost lamb! This is the first 
gleam of joy that has lighted my darksome course this many 
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and many a day! And in spite of the change that time a&d 
miser j have brought upon me, you knew me at once I {Eating 
the tart all this time.) 

Min, Oh, I felt sure it was you, from the message. 

Miss T. How wondrously hur you have grown! And this 
dress! Why, it is surely a bridal dress! Those tarts—that 
wine I Surely this is not your wedding-day ? 

Min. Yes, dear, I shall be married in half an hour. 

Miss T, Oh, strange chance! Oh, unheard-of coincidence! 
Married! And to whom ? 

Min. Oh, to the dearest lo^'e—^My cousin, Mr. Cheviot Hill. 
Perhaps you know the name: 

Miss T. I have heard of the Cheviot Hills, somewhere. 
Happy—strangely happy girl! You, at least, kftow your 
husl^d’s name. 

JIftn. Oh yes, it*s on all his pocket-handkerchiefs. 

Jlfiss T. It is much to know. I do not know mine, r 

Min, Have you forgotten it ? 

Miss T, No; I never knew it. It is a dark mystery. It 
may not be unfathomed. It is buried in the fathomless gulf of 
the Eternal Past. There let it lie. 

Min, Oh, tell me all about it, dear. 

Miss T, It is a lurid tale. Three months since I fled from 
a hated one, who was to have married me. He pursued me. 
I confided my distress to a young and wealthy stranger. Act¬ 
ing on his advice, I declared myself to be his wife; he declared 
himself to be my husband. Wo were parted immediately aften 
wards, and we have never met since. But this took place iq 
Scotland; and by the law of that remarkable country we are 
man and wife, though I didn't know it at the time. 

Min, What fun 1 . 

Miss T. Fun! Say, rather, horror—distraction-Hshaos! I 
am rent with conflicting doubts! Perhara he was already 
married; in that case, I am a bigamist. Mdybe he is dead; 
in that case, I am a widow. Maybe he is alive; in that case, 
I am a wife. What am I ? Am 1 single ? Am I married ? 
Am I a widow? Gan I marry? Have I married? May I 
marry? Who am I? Where am I? Whal am I?—What 
is mv name ? What is my condition in life ? If 1 am married, 
to whom am I married ? If I am a widow, how came I to be 
a widow, and whose widow came I to be ? Why am I his 
widow ? What did he die of? Did he leave me anything? if 
anything, how much, and is it saddled with conditions ?--^n 
1 marry again without forfeiting It? Have I a mother-in-law? 
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Have I a toily of step-cbildren, and if so, how many, and 
what are their ages, sexes, sizes, names and dispositions ? These 
are questions that rack me night and day, and until they are 
settled, peace and I are not on terms 1 

Min, Poor dear thing I • 

Mm T, But enough of my selfish sorrows. {Qoti up to tahU 
and takes a tart, Minnib U annoyed at this.) Tell me about the 
noble boy who is about to make you his. Has he any dross ? 

ilftn. I don’t know. {Secr^ly removes tarts to another table 
dose to door,) I never thought of asking—I’m such a goose 
But papa knows. 

Miss T. Have those base and servile things called settlements 
been satisfactorily adjusted ? {Eatii^.) 

Min. ) don’t know. It never occurred to me to inquire. 
But papa can tell you. 

Miss T, The same artless little soul I 

Mim (standing so as to conceal tarts from Belinda). Yes, I 
am quite artless—quite, quite artless. But now that you are 
here you will stay and see me married. 

Miss T, I would willingly be a witness to my darling’s joy, 
but this attire is, perhaps, scarcely in harmony with a scene of 
revelry. 

Min, Well, dear, you're not a cheerful object, and that’s the 
truth. 

Miss T. And yet those charnel-house rags may serve to 
remind the thoughtless banquetters that they are but mortal. 

Mvn, I don’t think it will be necessary to do that, dear. 
Pajja’s sherry will make that quite clear to them. 

Miss 7. .Then I will hie me home, and array me in garments 
of less sombre hue. 

Min. I think it would be better, dear. Those are the very 
things for a funeral, but this is a wedding. 

Miss T, 1 see very little difference ^tween them. But it 
shall he as yoif wish, though 1 have worn nothing but black 
since my miserable marriage. There is breakfast, 1 suppose ? 

Min. Yes, at dear Cheviot's house. 

Mm T, That is well. I shall return in time for it. Thank 
heaven 1 can ^till eat I (Ttdtes a tart from tablet and exit, 
followed by Minnie.) 

Enter Ghxviot Hill. Jfe is dressed as for a wedding. 

Ch* Here I am at last—quite fliinied and hot after the usual 
row with the cabmaoi just when J wanted to he partionlarly 
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calm and self-contained. I got the best of It though. Beat 
me, this is a great day for me-~a great day. Where's Minnie, 
I wonder ? Arraying herself for the sacrifice, no doubt. Pouf! 
This is a very nervous occasion. I wonder if I'm taking a 
pruden^ step. Marriage is a very risky thing; it*s like Chancery, 
once in it you can't get out of it, and the costs are enormous. 
There you are—fixed! Fifty years hence, if we're both alive, 
ihere we shall both be—^fixed. That's the devil of it. It's an 
unreasonably long time to be responsible for another person's 
expenses. 1 don't see the use of making it for as long as that. 
It seems greedy to take up half a century of another person’s 
attention. Besides—one ne/er knows—one might come across 
somebody else one liked better—that uncommonly nice girl I 
met in i^otland, for instance. No, no, I shall be thie to my 
Minnie—quite true. I am quite determined that nothing shall 
shake my constancy to Minnie. 

Enter Pabkxb. 

What a devilish pretty girl! 

Par, (aside). He’s a mean young man, but he ought to be 
good for half-a-crown to-day. 

Ch. Gome here, my dear; a—How do 1 look? 

Par, Very nice indeed, sir. 

Ch, What, really? 

Par. Really. 

Ch, What, tempting, eh ? 

Par, Very tempting indeed, 

Ch, Hah I 'i'he married state is an enviable state, Parker. 

Par, Is it, sir? 1 hope it may be. It depends. 

Ch, What do you,raean by "it depends ? ’ You're a member 
of the Church of England, I trust? Then don't you know that 
in saying "it depends" you are flying in the face of the 
marriage service? Don’t go and throw cold water on the 
married state, Parker. I know what you're going to say—it a 
expensive. ^ it is, at first, very expensive, but with economy 
you soon retrench that. By a beautiful provision of Nature, 
what’s enough for one is enough for two. This phenomenon 
points directly to the married state as our natnral state. 

Par, Oh, for that matter, sir, a tigress would get on with 
^ou. You’re so liberal, so gentle, so—there's only One word for 
It—dove-like. 

Ch, What, you’ve remarked that, eh? Hal hs! But dove- 
like tt I am, Pnrker, in tome respects, yet (getting his Arm 
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TfMMd her) in other respect 8 -«(amtf 0 ), deuced pretty girl 1—in 
other respects 1 am a man, Parker, of a strangely impetuous 
and headstrong nature. 1 don*t beat about the bush; I come 
quickly to the point. Shall 1 tell you a secret ? There's some- 
Aing about you, 1 don't know what it is, that—^in other words, 
you are the tree upon which—no, no, damn it, Cheviot^not 
to-^y, not to-day. 

Par. What a way you have with you, sir I 

Ch. What, you've noticed that, have you ? Ha! ha 1 yes, I 
have a way, no doubt; it's been remarked before. Whenever I 
see a pretty girl (and you are a very pretty girl) I can't help 
putting my arm uke that (puitiTig it round her waist.) Now, 
pleasant as this sort of thing is, and you find it pleasant, don't 
you? ^PAaKBB nods.) Yes, you find it pleasant-pleasant as 
it is, it IS decidedly wrong. 

Par. It is decidedly wrong in a married man. 

(7/<.«lt is decidedly wrong in a married man. In a married 
man it's abominable, and I shall bo a married man in half an 
hour. So, Parker, it will become necessary to conquer this 
tendency, to struggle with it, and subdue it—in half an hour 
{getting more affectionate). Not that there's any real harm in 
putting your arm round a girl's waist. Highly respectable 
people do it, when they waltz. 

Par. Yes, sir, but then a band's playing. 

Ch. True, and when a band’s playing it don't matter, but 
when a band is not playing, why it’s dangerous, you see. You 
btgin with this, and you go on from one thing'to another, 
getting more and more affectionate, until you reach this stage 
{kissing her). Not that there's any real harm in kissing, either; 
for ypu see fathers and mothers, who ought to set a good 
example, kissing their children every day. 

Par. Lor, sir, hissing’s nothing; everybody does that. 

Ch. That is your experience, is it? It tallies with my own. 
Take it that I aSn your father, you are my daughter—or take it 
even that I am merely your husband, and you my wife, and 
it would be e.vi)ected of me. (Kissing her.) 

Par. But I'm not your wife, sir. 

Ch. No, not yet, that's very true, and, of course, makes a 
difference. That's why I say 1 must subdue this tendency; 
1 must struggle with it; I must conquer it—^in half-an-hour. 

Min, (without). Parker, where's Mr. Cheviot ? 

Ch. l^ere is your mistress, my dear—she's coming. Will 

? ou excuse me? (Rdeasing her.) Thank you. day, 

*arker. 
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Par. {disgusted^. Not ao much as a shilling; ^ that man's 
worth thousands 1 \mit Pabseb. 


Enter Mn^ra. 

€k. My darling Minnie^my own, own To Come! (Kitting 
her.) 

Min. Oh, you mustn't crush me, Cheviot, you’ll spoil my 
dress. How do you like it ? 

Ch. It’s lovely. It’s a hrautiful material. 

Jlftn. Yos; dear papa’s hem going it. 

Oh. Oh, but you’re indebted to me for that beautiful dress. 

Min. To you I Oh, thank you—thank you 1 

Ch. Yes. 1 said to your papa, Now do for once let the girl 
have a nice dress; be liberal; buy the very best that money 
will procure, you’ll never miss it. So, thanks to mo, hq bought 
you a beauty. Seventeen and six a yard if it’s a penny. Dear 
me I To think that in half-an-hour this magnificent dress will 
be my property I 

Min. Yes. Dear papa said that as you had offered to give 
the breakfast at your house, he would give me the best dress 
that money could procure. 

Ch. Yes, 1 did offer to provide the breakfast in a reckless 
moment; that’s so like me. It was a rash ofier, but I’ve made 
it, and I’ve stuck to it. Oh, then, there's the cake. 

Min. Oh, tell mo all about the cake. 

Ch. It’s a very pretty cake. Very little cake is eaten at a 
wedding breakfast, so I’ve ordered what’s knovm in the trade 
as the three-quarter article. 

Min. I see; thre^-quaiters cake, and thi' rest wood. 

Ch, No; three-quarters wood, the rest cake. Be sure, my 
dear, you don’t cut into the wood, for it has to be returned to 
the pastrycook to be filled up with cake for another occasion. 
1 thought at first of ordering a seven-eighths article; but one 
isn’t married every day—it’s only once a year—1 mean itb only 
now and then. So I said,“Hang the expense; let’s do the 
thing well.” And so it’s a three-quarters. 

Min, How good you are to mel We shall be very happy, 
shall we not ? 

Ch. I—I hope so—yea. I hope sa Playfully happy, like 
two little kittens. 

Min. That will he delightful. 

Ch, Economically happy, like two sensible people. 
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Min, Ob, 476 must be Tery economical. 

Oh. No vulgar display; no pandering to a Jaded appetite. 
A refined and economical elegance; that is what we must aim 
at. A simple mutton chop, nicely broiled, for you; and two 
simple mutton chops, very dicely broiled, for me^ 

Min, And some flowery potatoes— 

Ch, A loaf of nice household bread— 

Min. A stick of celery— 

Ch. And a bit of cheese, and youVe a dinner fit for a 
monarch. 

Min. Then how shall we spend our evenings? 

Ch. We’ll have pleasant little fireside games. Are you fond 
of Bresidc games ? 

Min. (5h, they’re great fun. 

Ch. Then we’ll play at tailoring. 

Min. Tailoring ? 1 don’t think 1 know that game. 

Ch. ft's a very good game. You shall be the clever little 
jobbing tailor, and I’ll the particular customer who brings 
Ills own materials to be made up. You shall take my measure, 
cut out the cloth (real cloth, you know), stitch it together, and 
try it on; and then I’ll find fault like a real customer, and you 
shall alter it until it fits, and when it fits beautifully that 
counts one to you. 

Min. Delightful! 

Ch. Then there’s anotlier little fireside game which is great 
fun. Wc each take a hit of paper and a pencil and try who 
can jot down the nicest dinner for ninepence, and the next day 
we have it. 

Min. Ohf Chevit^t, what a paradise you hold open to me 1 

Ch.,7o8. How's papa? 

Min. He's very well and very happy. He's going to increase 
his establishment on the strength of the £1000 a year, and keep 
a manservant. 

Ch. I know. Tve been looking after some servants for him; 
they’ll be here in the course of the morning. A cook, a house¬ 
maid, and a footman. 1 found them through an advertisement. 
The^re country [jeople, and will come very cheap. 

Min. How kii)4 and thoughtful you are 1 Oh, Cheviot, l*m 
a very lucky girl I [Exit MmNis.. 

Ch. Yes, 1 think so too, if I can only represa my tendency 
to think of that tall girl I met in Scotland 1 Cheviot, my hoy, 
you must make an e&rt; you are goin^ to h^ piarried, and the 
tall girl is nothing to youj 
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Enter Parker. 

Par. Pbase, sir, here's a gentleman to see yon, 

Ch, Oh, my solicitor, no doubt, ^how him ui\ 

Par. And please, some persons have called to see you about 
an advertisement. 

Ch. Oh, Symperson's servants. To be sure. Show up the 
gentleman, and toll the others to wait. \Exit Parker. 

Enter Belyawnet, lie looks very miserable, 

Ch. Belvawnoy! This is unexpected. (Much con/med.) 

Bel. Yes, Cheviot. At last we meet. Don’t, oh dod t, frown 
upon a heartbroken wretch. 

Ch. Belvawney, I don’t want to hurt your feelings, but I 
will not disguise from you that, not having seen you foi* three 
months, 1 was in hopes that 1 had got rid of you for ever. 

Bel. Oh, Cheviot, don't say that, I am so unhappy. And 
you have it in your power to make me comfortable. Do this, 
and 1 will bless you with my latest breath 1 

Ch. It is a tempting offer; 1 am not proof against it. Wo 
all have our price, and that is mine. Proceed. 

Bel. Miss Treherne—Belinda—whom I love so dearly, won't 
have anything to say to me. 

Ch. It does her credit. She's a very superior girl. 

Bel. It’s all through you, Cheviot. She declares that the 
mutual declaration you made to protect her from McGillicuddy 
amounts to a Scotch marriage. 

Ch. What!!! 

Bd. She declares she is your wife. She ptr^fesses to love me 
as fondly as ever; but« stem sense of duty to you forlnds her 
to hold any communication with me. 

Ch. Oh, but this is absurd, you know! * 

Bd, Of course it is; but what's to be done? You left with 
Symperson immediately after making the declaration. As soon 
as she found you were gone she implored me to tell her your 
name and address. Of course I refused, and she quitted me, 
telling me that she would devote her life to finding you out. 

Ch, But this is simple madness. I can't have it! This day. 
too, of all others! If she'd claimed me last week, or even 
yesterday, 1 wouldn’t have minded, for she's a devilish fina 
woman; but if she were to turn up now— I (Aloud.) ^l«t 
vawney, my dear friend, tdl ip what to do--^I11 do anything.^ 
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Bd, It nems that there’s some doubt whether this cottage, 
which is just on the border, is in England or Scotland. If it is 
in England, she has no case; if it is in Scotland, I’m afraid she 
has. I’ve written to the owner of the property to ascertain, and 
if, in the mean time, she clftims you, you must absolutely decline 
to recognize this marriage for a moment 

Oh. Not for one moment I 

Bd. It was a mere artifice to enable her to escape from 
McGillicuddy. 

Gh. Nothing more! 

Bd, Ii’s monstrous—^perfectly monstrous—^that that should 
constitute a marriage. It’s disgraceful—it’s abominable. Damme, 
Cheviot, it's immoral. 

Ch, 80 it is—it’s immoral. That settles it in my mind. It’s 
immoral. 

Bd. You’re quite sure you’ll be resolute, Cheviot ? 

GHt Resolute? I should think so! Why, hang it all, man, 
I’m going to be married in twenty minutes to Minnie Symper- 
son! 

Bd, What! 

Ch, (confu^d of having let this (mt). Didn’t I tell you? I 
believe you’re right; 1 did not tell you. It escaped me. Oh, 
yes, this is my wedding-day. 

Bd. Cheviot, you’re joking—you don’t mean this! Why, I 
shall lose £1000 a year by it, every penny I have in the world 1 
Oh, it can’t be—^it’s nonsense 1 

Oh, What do you mean by nonsense? The married state is 
an honourable estate, I believe ? A man is not looked upon as 
utterly lost to all sense of decency because he’s got married, I’m 
given to understand! People have been married before this, 
and have not been irretrievably tabooed in consequence, unless 
I’m grossly misinformed? Then what the dicKens do you 
mean by saying “ nonsense ” when I tell you that I’m going to 
be married ? ' 

Bel. Cheviot, be careful how you take this step. Beware 
how you involve an innocent and helpless girl in social destruc¬ 
tion. 

Ch, What dp you mean, sir ? 

Bd. You cannot marry; you are a married man. 

Ch, Come, come, Belvawney, this is trifling. 

Bd. You are married to Miss Treherne. I was present, and 
can depose to the &ot. 

Oh, Oh, you’re not serious. 

Bd, Never mina serious in my live. 
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Ch, But, as you very properly said just now, it was a mere 
artifice—wo didn’t mean anything. It would be monstrous to 
regard that as a marriage. Damme, Belvawney, it would be 
immoral 1 

Jicl. I may deplore the state of tkn law, but I cannot stand 
tamely by and see it deliberately violated before my eyes. 

Oh, (wildly). But, Belvawney, my dear friend, reflect; every¬ 
thing is prepared for my marriage, at a great expense. I love 
Minnio deeply, devotedly. She is the actual tree upon which 
the fruit of my heart is growing. There’s no mistake about it. 
She is my own To Come. 1 love her madly—rapturously. 
(Going on knm to Belvaw : er.) I have prepared a wedding 
breakfast at a great expense to do her honour. I have ordered 
four flys for the wedding party. 1 have taken two secdtad-class 
Cook’s tourists’ tickets for lltracombe, Devon, Exeter, Cornwall, 
Westwaid Ho! and Bideford Bay. The whole thing has cost 
me some twenty or twenty-five pounds, and all this will be 
wasted—utterly wasted—if you interfere. Oh, Belvawney, dear 
Belvawney, let the recollection of our long and dear friendship 
operate to prevent your shipwrecking my future life. (Sobbing 
hysterically.) 

Bel. I have a duty to do. I must do it. 

Ch. But reflect, dear Belvawney; if 1 am married to Miss 
Treherue, you lose your income as much as if I married Minnie 
Symperson. 

Bel, No doubt, if you could prove your marriage to Miss 
Trchernc. But you can’t-( With melodfamatic intensity.) 

Ch. Those eyes 1 

Bel. You don’t know where she is—— (With fiendish 
exultation.) 

Ch. Oh, those eyes I 

Bel. The cottage has been pulled down, and the cottagers 
have emigrated to Patagonia— 

Ch. Oh, those eyes 1 

Bd. I’m the only witness left. I can prove your marriage, 
if 1 like; but you can’t. Ha! hal haf ha! (with Satanic 
laugh.) It’s a most painful and unfortunate situation for you; 
and, believe me, dear Cheviot, you have my deepest and most 
respectful sympathy. {Exit Belvawney. 

C%. This is appalling; simply appalling! The cup of hap- 

I finess dashed from my lips just as 1 was about to drink a life- 
ong draught. The ladder kicked from under my feet just as 
I was about to pick the fruit of my heart from the tree upon 
wMch it has been growing so long. I’m a married man! More 
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than thBt,«iy lioncymoon’s past, and I never knew it] Stop 
a moment, though. The bride can’t be found; the cottage is 
pulled dowDj and the cottagers have emigrated; what proof is 
there that such a marriage ever took place? There’s only 
Bclvawney, and Belvawndy isn’t a proof. Corroborated by the 
three cottagers, his word might be worth somctliing; uncor¬ 
roborated, it is worthless. I’ll 1 isk it. He can do nothing; the 

bride is nowhere; the cottagers are in Patagonia, and- 

[At this moment Mrs. Macfarlane, Magoii!!, and 
Akqus appear at the hack. They stand bohhiny 
and curtsying in rustic fashion to Cheviot {whom 
they do not recognize). He stares aghast at them for 
a moment, then staggers back to sofa. 

Ch. The man, the woman, and the girl, by all that’s infernal! 

Mrs. Mac, Gude day, sir. We’ve just ca’d to see yc about 
the advertisement. {Producing paper.) 

Clt. I don’t know you—I don’t know you. Go away. 

[Cheviot buries his head in a newspaper, and prebends 
to read on sofa. 

Mag. Ah, sir, yc said that we were to ca’ on yo this day at 
eleven o’clock, and sac we’ve cooiii a* the way fra Dumfries to 
see ye. 

O/i. I tell you I don’t know you. Go away. I’m not at all 
well. I’m very ill, and it’s inlcctious. 

Ang. We fear no illness, sir. This is Mistress Macfarlanc, 
the gude an Id mither, who’ll cook the brose and boil tlie 
]>a'Titch, and sit wi’ ye, and nurse ye through your illness till 
the sad day yo dee! ( Wiping his eye.) 

[Cheviot pokes a hole with his finger through newsr- 
• paper, and reconnoitres unobserv^, 

Mrs. Mac. And this is Meg, my ain lass Meg I 

Ch, {coiide). Attractive girl, very. I remember her perfectly. 

Mrs. Mac. And this is Angus Macalister, who’s going to 
marry her, an^ who’ll be mair than a son to me I 

Ang. Oh, mither, mither, dinna say it, for ye bring the tear 
drop to my ee; an’ it’s no canny for a strong man to ^ blither¬ 
ing and soughing like a poor weak lassie I {Wiping his eye.) 
[Akoub and Mrs. Macfablane sit. Maggie advances 
to hole in newspaper and peeps through, 

Mag. Oh, mither, mither! {Staggers back into Angus’s 
arms.) 

Mrs, Mae. What is it, Meg ? 

Ang, M^, my weel lo’ed Meg, my wee wifie that is to be, 
tell me what’s wiang wi’ ’ee f 
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Mag. Oh, mither, it’s him; the noble gentleman*! plighted 
my troth to three vreary months agone! The gallant English¬ 
man who gave Angus twa golden pound to give me up I 

Ang. It’s the coward S^senach who well nigh broke our 
Meg’s lieart 1 

Mrit. Nm. My lass, my lass, dlnna greet, maybe he*ll marry 
ye yet. 

Oh, (detperatd;/), Here’s another! Does anybody else want 
to marry me? Don’t be shy. You, ma’am (to Mrs. Mac.) 
you’re a fine woman—perhaps you would like to try your luck ? 

Mag. Ah, sir! 1 dinna ken vour name, but your bonnie face 
has lived in my twa een, sleeping and waking, three weary, 
weary months! Oh, sir, ye should na’ ha’ deceived a trusting, 
simple Lowland lassie. ’'I'was na’ weel done—’twas iia’ wccl 
done! (Weeping on his shouMer; he puts his arm round her 
waUt) 

Ch. (softening'). My good girl, what do you wish me to do ? 
I remember you now perfectly. I did admire you very much— 
in fact, 1 do still; you’re a very charming girl. Let ns talk 
this over, calmly and quietly. (Maq. moves away.) No, you 
needn’t go; you can stop there if you like. Tliere, there, my 
dear! don’t fret. (Aside.) She is a very charming girl. I 
almost wish I—I really begin to think 1—^no, no! damn it, 
Cheviot! not to-day. 

Jfay. Oh! mither, he told me he loved me! 

Ch. So 1 did. The fact is, when I fell in love with you— 
don’t go my pretty bird—I quite forgot that I was engaged. 
There, there! I thought at the time that you were the tree 
upon which the fruit of my heart was growing; but 1 was 
mistaken. Don’t go; you needn’t go on that account, h was 
another tree— 

Mag, Oh, mither, il was anither treel (Weeping on Che¬ 
viot’s shoulder.) 

Mrs, Mac, Angus, it was anither treel {Weeping on 
Angus’s should^.) 

Ang, Dinna, mither, dinna; I canna bear it 1 ( Weeps) 

Ch. Yes, it was another tree—you can remain there for the 
present—in Mint of fitot, it was growing on both.trees. I don’t 
Know how ft is, but it seems to grow on a great many trees— 
a perfect orchard—and you are one of them, my dear. Come, 
come, don’t fret| you are one of them I 
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Enitr Minnie an<f STHPEitaoN. 

Jlftn. ChoTiot! 

What is all this ?• 

Ch, (rapidly r^erring to piece of paper given to him hy 
Mrs, Moffarlane, as if going over a washervooman's hill.') 

Twenty-four pairs socks, two shirts, thirty-seren collars, one 
sheet, forty-four nightshirts, twenty-two flannel waistcoats, one 
white tie.*’ Ridiculous—quite ridiculous—>1 won't pay it. 

Min, Cheviot, who is this person who was found hanging on 
your neck? Say she is somebody—^for instance, your sister or 
your aunt. Oh, Cheviot, say she is your aunt, I implore you! 
(The three cottagers curtsy and bow to Minnie.) 

Sym, Cheviot, say she is your aunt, I command yon. 

Ch, Oh, I beg your pardon. I didn't see you. These ladies 
are—|gre my washerwomen. Allow me to introduce them. 
They have come—they have come for their small account. 
(Maggie, who has been sobbing Girough this, throws hersdf 
hysUrically on to Cheviot's bosom.) There's a discrepancy in 
the items—twenty-two flannel waistcoats are ridiculous, and, in 
short, some washerwomen are like this when they’re contra¬ 
dicted—they can’t help it—it's something in the suds: it under¬ 
mines their constitution. 

Sym, (sternly). Cheviot, I should like to believe you, but 
it seems scarcely credible. 

Mag. Oh, sir, he’s na telling ye truly. I’m the puir Low- 
hnd lassie that he stole the hairt out of, three months ago, and 
promised to marry ; and I love him sao weel—sae weel, and 
now he’s*married to anither! 

Ch. Nothing of the kind. I— 

Sym. You are mistaken, and so is your mith—-mother. He 
is not yet married to anith—nother. 

Mag. Whyt sir, it took place before my very ain eyes, before 
us a', to a brautiful lady, mree months since. 

Min, Cheviot, say that this is not true. Say that the 
beautiful lady was somebody—for instance, your auut. Oh, 
say she was your aunt, 1 implore you I 

Sym. (stmilly). Cheviot, say she was your aunt, I command 
you! 

Ch, Minnie, Syroperson, don’t believe them—^it was no 
marriage. I don't even know the lady’s name—I never saw her 
before—I’ve never seen her since. It’s ridiculous—^I couldn’t 
nave married her without knowing it—it's out of the question I 
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Sym. Cheviot, let’s know exactly where we are. I don’t 
much care whom you marry, so that you marry someone— 
that’s enough for me. But please he explicit, fur this is business, 
and mustn’t be trifled with. Toll me edl about it. 

Oh. (in despair). 1 cannot 1 

Enter Belvawnet. 


Eel. I can. 

Sym. Belvawney I 

Eel. 1 was present when Cheviot and a certain lady declaied 
themselves to l)e man and wife. This took place in a cottage 
on the Border—in the presence' of these worthy people. 

Sym. That’.s enough for >>io. It’s a Scotch n.arriagc! 
Minnie, my child, we must liiid you someone else. Cheviot’s 
married. Belvawney, 1 am sorry to say, I deprive you of 
your income. 

Eel. 1 beg your pardon, not yet. 

Sym. Why not ? 

Eel. In the first place, it’s nut certain whether the cottage 
was in England or in Scotland; in the second place, the bride 
can’t be found. 

Sym. But she shall be found. What is her name ? 

Eel. That I decline to state. 

Sym. But you shall be made to state, i insist upon 
knowing the young lady’s name. 

Enter Miss Trbuerne, in a light and cheerful dresa. 

Eel. (amazed). Belinda Troherne 1 

Mm T, (^u^ing to Mikkie). Minnie, my own old friend 1 

Ch. ’Tis she! 

Miss T. (turns and recognizes Cheviot). My husband 1 

Ch. My wife! * 

[Mibb T. throws hersdf at Cheviot’s feett hissing his 
hands rapturously. Belyawnet staggers hack. 
MumiE fainU in herfather^a arma, Maggie so&b 
€» nous’s hreaait 
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ACT III 

Scene, same os Ad II, 

JiEi.vAWNKf discovered with Miss TnfiiiEnNE and Minnir. He 
is singing to them. Miss Thkheknb is leaning tumanticallg 
on piano. Minnie is seated on a stool, 

Bel. (sings'), 

''Says the old Obadinh to the young Obadiah, 

1 am drier, Obadiah, 1 am drier.” 

CuoRUfi. I am drier.” 

Bel. 

Says the young Obadiah to the old Obudiahi 
* I'm on lire, Obadiah, I’m on lire.” 

CiioKUS. “ I’m on fire.” 

Min. Oh, thank you, Mr. Belvawncy. How sweetly pretty 
that IS. Where can I get it ? 

Miss T. How rraivellous is the power of melody over the 
soul that is fretted and harassed by anxiety and doubt. 1 can 
understand how valuable must have been the troubadours of old, 
in the troublous times of anarchy. Your song has soothed me, 
sii. 

Bd, 1 am indeed glad to think that I have comfoiicd you a 
little, dear ladies. 

Min, Deaf Mr. Belvawney, I don’t know what we should 
)'a\c dpne without yon. What with your sweet songs, your 
amusing riddles, and your clever coujuring tricks, the weary 
days of waiting have passed like a delightful dream. 

Miss T. It is iiTipo.ssible to be dull in the society of one who 
can charm the sotd with plaintive ballads one moment, and the 
next roll a rabbit and a guinea-pig into one. 

Bel, You make me indeed happy, dear ladies. But my joy 
will be of brief duration, for Cheviot may return at any moment 
with the news that the fatal cottage was in Scotland, and then 
—Oh, Belinda, what is to become of me ? 

Miss T, How many issues depend on that momentous ques¬ 
tion? Has Belvawney a thousand a year, or is he ruined? 
Has your father that convenient addition to his income, or has 
he not? May Maggie many Angus, or will her claim on 
Cheviot be satisfied 7 Are you to w bis oheiisheil bride, or are 
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you destined to a life of solitaiy maidenhood ? Am I Chovic^t’s 
honoured wife, or am I but a broken-hearted and desolate 
spinster ? Who can tell I Who can tell 1 [Crosses to Minnik. 

Bd, (ffoes to windcuo in wteo/nd drawing-roomy Here is a 
cab with luggage—it is Cheviot { He has returned with the 
news! Ladies—one word before I go. One of you will be 
claimed by Cheviot, that is very clear. To that one (whichever 
it may be; I do not address myself-—but to the other (whichever 
it may be), I say, I love you (whichever you are) with a fervour 
which I cannot describe in words. If you (whichever you are) 
will consent to cast your lot with mine, I will devote my life 
to proving that 1 love you and you only (whichever it may be) 
with a single-hearted and devoted passion, which precludes the 
possibility of my ever entertaining the slightest regtrd for any 
other woman in the whole world. I thought 1 would just 
mention it. Good morning! [Eosit Belvawney. 

Mias T, How beautifully he expresses himself. He Is indeed 
a rare and radiant being. 

Jtfm. (jiervously). Oh, Belinda, the terrible moment is at 
hand. 

Mian T. Minnie, if dear Cheviot should prove to be my 
husband, swear to me that that will not prevent your coming 
to stop with us—with dear Cheviot and me—whenever you can. 

Jlfm. Indeed I will. And if it should turn out that dear 
Cheviot is at liberty to marry me, promise me that that will 
not prevent you looking on our house—on dear Cheviot's and 
mine—as your home. 

Mm T. I swear it. We will be like dear, dear sisters. 


Enter Cheviot, eu from /oumey, wtiA "bag and rt^r. 

Min T. Cheviot, tell mo at once—are you my own—^hus¬ 
band? * • 

Min, Cheviot, speak—is poor, little, simple Minnie to be 
your bride ? 

Ch, Minnie, the hope of my heart, my mt fruit tree! 
Belinda, my Past, my Present, and my To Come! I have sorry 
news, sorry news. 

jjftss T, (afide). Sorry nows! Then I am not his wife. 

Min, iaeide). Sorry news! Then she ie his wife. 

CA, My dear girls—my very dear giris, my journey has been 
fruitless—I have no information. 

Mies T. and Min* No information • 
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Ck, None. *The McQuibbigaskie has gone abroad! 

(Bo^A ladietfall vmping.) 

Miss T. More weary waiting! more weary waiting I 

Min. Oh, my breaking heart; oh, my poor bruised and 
breaking heart! * 

Ch. We must be patient, dear Belinda. Minnie, my own, 
we must be patient. After all,is the situation so very terrible? 
Each of you has an even chance of becoming my wife, and in 
the mean time I look upon myself as engaged to both of yon. 
I shall make no distinction. 1 shall love you both, fondly, and 
you shall both love me. My affection shall be divided equally 
between yon, and we will be as happy as three little bfrds. 

Miss T, (wiping her eyes'). You are very kind and thoughtful, 
dear Cheviot. 

Min. X believe, in my simple little way, that you are the 
very best man in the whole worldt 

Ch. (deprecatingly). No, no. 

Min, Ah, but do let me think so: it makes me so happy to 
think so 1 

Ch. Does it? Well, well, bo it so. Perhaps I am! And 
now tell me, how has the time passed since I left? Have my 
darlings been dull ? 

Miss T. We should have been dull indeed but for the airy 
Belvawney. The sprightly creature has done his best to make 
the lagging hours fly. He is an entertaining rattlesnake—I 
should say, rattletrap. 

Ch. (j^ous). Oh, is he so? Belvawney has been making 
the hours fly, W he ? I'll make him fly, when I catch him! 

Min. His conjuring tricks are wonderful! 

Ch. Confound his conjuring tricks! • 

Min, Have you seen him bring a live hen, two hair brushes, 
and a pound and a half of fresh butter out of his pocket- 
handkerchief! 

Ch, No, I have not had that advantage! 

Miss T. It is a thrilling sight. 

Ch, So I should be dispose to imagine! Pretty goings on 
m my absence! you seem to forget that you two girls are 
engaged to be married to me / 

Miss T, Ah, Cheviot! do not judge ns harshly. We 
love you with a reckless fervour that thrills us to the very 
marrow—don’t we, darling? But the hours crept heavily 
without you, and when, to lighten the gloom in which we were 
plunged, ,the kindly creature swallowed a live rabbit and 
innu^t k out»' smothered in onions, from his left boot, we 
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could not choose but smile. The good sou. has promised to 
teach me the trick. 

CK Has he? That's his confounded impudence. Now, 
once for all, I'll have nothing of this kind. One of you will he 
my wife, and until I know which, I will permit no Belvaw- 
ncying of any kind whatever, or anything approaching thereto. 
When that is settled, the other may Belvawney until she is 
black in the face. 

Miss T. And how long have we to wait before we shall 
know which of us may begin Bclvawneying? 

Ch, 1 can’t say. It may be some time, ^'lie McQuibbi- 
gaskie has gone to Central Africa. No post can roach him, and 
ho will not return for six years. 

Miss T. Six years! 01,1 cannot wait six yeard'I Why in 
six years I shall be cight-and-tweuty I 

Min, Six years 1 Why, in six years the Statute of Limi¬ 
tations will come in, and he can renounce us both. " 

Mim T, True; you are quite right. (To Cheviot^ Cheviot, 
I have loved you madly, desperately, as other woman never 
loved other man. This poor inexperienced child, who clings 
to me as the ivy clings to the oak, also loves you as woman 
never loved before. Even that poor cottage maiden, whose 
rustic heart you so recklessly enslaved, worships you with a 
devotion that has no ^^arallcl in the atinals of the heart. In 
return for all this unalloyed affection, all wc ask of you is that 
you will recommend us to a respectable solicitor. 

Ch, But, my dear children, reflect—1 can't marry all three. 
I am most willing to consider myself engaged to all three, and 
that's as much, as the law will allow. You see I>do all 1 can. 
I’d marry all three of you with plea.'^ure, if I inight; but, as 
our laws stand at present, I’m sorry to say—Tin very sorry to 
say—it's out of the question. [Ejlu * hevjot. 

Miss T. Poor fellow. Ho has my tenderest sympathy; but 
wo have no alternative but to place ourselves under the pro¬ 
tecting 8^ of a jury of our countrymen I 

BnUr Sthpebson, tnth two leifen, 

Sym,, Minnie—Miss Treherne—the post has just brought 
me two lettem; one of them bears a Marseilles TOst-mark, and 
is, I doubt not, from the McQuibbigaskie I He must have 
written just before starting for Central Africa 1 
Min, From the McQuibbigaskie ? Oh| read, read I 
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il/tsfi T. Oh,, sir I how can you torture us by this delay? 
|}lavc you no curiosity ? 

Sym. Well, my dear, very little on this point; you see it 
(loii’t much matter to mo whom Cheviot marries. So that ho 
uiiiriies some one, that^s enough for me. But, however, your 
anxiety is natural, and 1 will gratify it. {Opens letter and 
reads.) “Sir,—In reply to your letter, I have to inform you 
that Evnn Cottage is certainly in England. The deeds relating 
'to the property place this beyond all question." 

3/m. In England 1 

3//.SS T. (sinking into a chair). This blow is indeed a crusher 
[ Against such a blow 1 cannot stand up! (Faints.) 

Min. (on her knees). My poor Belinda—my darling sister— 
l()\ c—oh fdtgivo me—oh forgive me I Don't look like that! 
^1 ('Ilk to me, dcarivSt—oh speak to me—speak to me. 

Miss T. (suddenly springing up). Speak to you? Yes, 
ril speak to you! All is n^t yet lost! True, he is not married 
t>) me, but why should he not be ? I am as young as you I 1 am 
iis beautiful as you! 1 have more monc}' than you! 1 will 
tiy—i)h how hard will I try! 

Min. Do, darling; aud I wish—oh how I wish you may gt't 
him! 

Miss T. Minnie, if you were not the dearest little friend 1 
have m the world I could pinch you! [Exit Belinda. 

Sym. (who has been reading the other letter). Dear me—how 
terrible! 

Min. What is tenible, dear papa? 

i^ym. Belvawney writes to tell me the Indestructible Bank 
stt>|'ped payment yesterday, and Cheviot's shares are waste 
i»aj ^T. , 

3/m, Well, upon my word. There's an end of him. I 

Sym. An end of him. What do you mean? You are not 
gjirg to throw him over? 

3/m. Dear pap&, I am sorry to disappoint you, but unless 
your tom-tit is very much mistaken, the Indestructible was not 
N'gistored under the Joint-Stock Companies Act of Sixty-two, 
•uid in that case the shareholders are jointly and severally liable 
to the whole ex^nt of their available capital. Poor little 
Minnie don't pretend to have a business head ; but she's not 
qrtite such a little donkey as that, dear papa. 

JSym. You decline to marry him ? Do I hear rightly ? 

Min. I don't know, papa, whether your heariug is as good as 
it was, but from your excited manner, I should say you heard 
mo perfectly. [Ea^ Minnib. 



ENGAGED. 


7 S 


This 18 ft pretty business! Done out of ft thougand a 
year; and by my own daughter 1 What a terrible thing is this 
incessant craving after money I Upon my word, some people 
seem to think that they're sent into the world for no other pur* 
pose but to acquire wealth; and,^y Jove, they'll sacrifice their 
nearest and dearest relations to get it. It's most humiliating^ 
most humiliating I 

JSinfer Greviot, fn Zote spiriYs. 

CA. (throwing hitme^f into a chair; sohs aloud). Oh 
Uncle Symperson, have you heard the nows ? 

Sym. (anyrUy). Yes, 1 have heard the news; and a pretty 
man of business you are ttj invest all your pro|lbrty in an 
unre^stered company! 

Ch. Uncle, don't you turn against me I Belinda is not my 
wifel I'm a ruined man; and my darlings—^my three darlings, 
whom I love with a fidelity, which, in these easy-going days, is 
simply Quixotic—will have nothing to say to me. Minnie, your 
daughter, declines to aocomiiany me to the altar. Belinda, I 
feel sure will revert to Belvawney, and Maggie is at this present 
moment hanging round that Scutch idiot's neck, although she 
knows that in doing so she simply tortures me. Symperson, I 
never loved three girls as I loved those three—never! never! 
and now they'll all three slip through my fingers—I'm sure 
they will 1 

%m. Pooh, pooh, sir. Do you think nobody loses but you ? 
Why, I'm done out of a thousand a year by it. 

Ch. (moodily). For that matter, Symperson, I've^a very vivid 
idea that you won't have to wait long for the money. 

Sym. What d'you mean ? Oh—of course—I understand, 

Ch, Eh? 

Sym. Mrs. Macfarlanel I have thought of her my.self. A 
very fine woman foi^ her years; a majestic *ruin, beautiful in 
dec|^. My dear boy, my very dear boy, I congratulate you. 

Ch. Don't be absu^. Fm not going to marry anyboi^. 

Sfm. Eh? Why, then how—? 1 don't think 1 quite 
follow you. 

Oh* There is another contingency on whiAh you come into 
the money. My death. 

Sym* To be sure! I never thought of that! And, as you 
say, ft man can die but once. 

Oh, 1 beg your pardon. I didn’t say anything of the kind— 
you said it; but it's true^ for all that. 
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Sym. I’m very sorry; tut, of course, if you have made up 
your mind to it—— 

Oh. Why, when a man’s lost everything, what has he to live 
for? 

Sym. True, true. Nothing whatever. Still— 

Oh. His money gone, his credit gone, the three girls he’s 
cng^^ed to gone. 

Sym. I cannot deny it. It is a hopeless situatum. Hujieless, 
quite ho^less. 

Oh. His happiness wrecked, his hopes blighted; the three 
trees uj^n which the fruit of his heart was growing—all cut 
down. What is left but suicide ? 

iSym. True, true 1 You’re quite right. Farewell. (Ootwp.) 

Oh. Symperson, you seem to think I want to kill myself. 
I don’t want to do anything of the kind. I’d much rather live 
—upon my soul 1 would—^if I could think of any rea.son for 
living. * Symperson, can’t you think of something to check the 
heroic impulse which is at this moment urging me to a 
tremendous act of self-destruction ? 

Sym. Something I Of course I can! Say that you throw 
yourself into the Serpentine—which is ))and 3 \ Well, it’s an 
easy way of going out of the world. I’m told—rather plesisaiii 
than otherwise, I believe—quite an agreeable sensation, I’m 
given to understand. But you—you get wet through; and 
your—^your clothes are absolutely ruined! 

Oh, {mournfully). For that matter, 1 could take off my 
clothes before I went in. 

tiym. True, so you could. I never thought of that. You 
coMd take them off before you go in—there’s no reason why 
you shouldn’t, if you do it in the dark—and that objection 
falls to tile ground. Cheviot, my lion-hearted boy, it’s im- 
l^ussible to resist your arguments, they are absolutely convincing. 
{ShdkeB hw hand.) \Exii. 

Oh. Good felli^w, Symperson—I like a man who’s open to 
conviction 1 But it’s no use—all my attractions are gone—and 
1 can not live unless 1 feel I’m fascinating. Still, there’s one 
chance left—Belinda 1 1 haven’t tried her. Perhaps, after all, 
she loved me for jnyself alone 1 It isn’t likely—^but it’s barely 
possible. 

EnUr Bm.VAW]tET, icAo has overheard there wordr. 

JBd. Out of the question; you are too late! I represented to 
Mr that you are never likely to induce any one to marry you 
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now tliat you are penniless. She felt that my income was 
secure, and she gave me her hand and her heart. 

Ch. 'llicn all is lost; my last chance is gone, and the irr&* 
vocable die is cast! Be happy with her, Belvawney; be happy 
with her! 

Bd. Happy I You shall dine with us after our honeymoon 
and judge for yourself. 

Ch, ^ 0 ,1 shall not do that; long before you return I shall 
be beyond the reach of dinners. 

Bd, I understand—you are going abroad. Well, I don't 
think yon could do better than try another country. 

Gh, {tragically). Belvawnoy, Tm going to try another world I 
{Drawing a phtol from his pocket.) 

Del. {alarmed). What do you mean? 

Ch. Tn two minutes I did 

Bel. You’re joking, of course ? 

Ch. T)o I look like a man who jokes ? Is my frame 6f mind 
one in which a man indulges in trivialities ? 

Bel. {in great terror). But my dear Cheviot, reflect¬ 
ed. Why should it concern you? You will be happy with 
Belinda. You will not be well off, but Symperson will, and I 
dare say ho will give you a meal now and then. It will not be 
a nice meal, but still it will bo a meal. 

Bd. Cheviot, you mustn’t do this; pray reflect; there are 
interests of magnitude depending on your existence. 

Ch. My mind is made up. {Cocking the pistol.) 

Bd. {wildly). But 1 shall be mined ! 

Ch. 'J’hero is Belinda’s fortune. 

Bd, She won’t have mo if I’m ruined! Dear Cheviot, don’t 
do it—it’s culpable—it’s wrong! 

Ch. Life is valueless to me without Belinda. {Pointing ihe 
pistol to his head.) 

Bd. {desperately), you shall have Belinda; she is much- 
very much to me, bat she is not everything. 'Your life is very 

dear to me; and when I think of our old friendship-! 

Cheviot, you shall have anything you like, if you’ll only con< 
sent to live 1 

Ch. If 1 thought you were in earnest; but np—no. {Putting 
pistol to head.) 

Bel. In earnest ? of course I’m in earnest! Why wbat’s the 
use of Belinda to me if I’m ruined ? Why she wouldn’t look 
at me. 

Ch, But perhaps if I’m ruined, she wouldn’t look at me. 

Bel. Cheviot, I’ll confess all, if you’ll only live. You—you 
are not ruined 1 
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Ch. Not ruined? 

Bd. Not ruined. I—I invented the statement. 

Ch. (in ffreat ddight). Yon invented the statement ? My 
dear friend 1 My very dear friend I I'm very much obliged to 
you! Oh, thank you, thaflk you a thousand times 1 Oh, Bel- 
vawney, j'ou have made me very, very happy I (SolMng on hiK 
thoulder, then suddenly springing up.) But what the devil did 
>nu mean by circulating such a report about me ? How dare 
you do it, sir ? Answer me that, sir.” 

Bel. I did it to gain Belinda’s love. I knew that the unsel' 
fish creature loved you for your wealth alone. 

Oh. It was a liberty, sir; it was a liberty. To put it mildly, 
it was a liberty. 

Bel. ft was. You’re quite right—that’s the word for it—it 
was a liberty. But I’ll go and undeceive her at once. 

[Ji'acit Bklvawkey. 

Ch^ Well, as I’ve recovered my fortune, and with it my tree, 
I’m about the happiest fellow in the world. My money, my 
mistress, and my mistress’s money, all my own. I believe 1 
could go mad with joy 1 

Enter Syiipersoit, in deep black; he walks pensivdy, 
with a white handkerchief to hie mouth. 

Ch. What’s the matter ? 

Sym. Hallo! You’re still alive ? 

Ch. Alive? Yes; why (noticing his dress), is anything 
wrong V 

Sym. Nq, no, my dear young friend, these clothes are sym- 
Ixnical; they rmireseni my state of mind. After your terrible 
threat, which 1 cannot doubt you intend to put at once into 
execution- 

Oh. My dear uncle, this is very touching; this unmans mo. 
But, cheer up, dbar old friend, I have good nows for you. 

jSym. (alarmed). Good news ? What do you mean ? 

Ch. I am about to remove the weight of sorrow which b mgs 
so heavily at your heart. Resume your fancy check trousers— 
I have consented to live. 

Sym. Consented to live? Why, sir, this is confounded 
trifling. I don’t understand this line of conduct at all; you 
threaten to commit suicide; your friends are dreadfully shocked 
at first, but eventually their minds become reconciled to the 
prospect of losing you, they become resigned, even cheerful; 
and when they have bronght themselves to this Christian state 

IL O 
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of mind, you coolly inform tbem that you have ohansed your 
mind and mean to live. It’s not business, sir—it’s not business. 

Ch. But, my dear uncle, Tve nothing to commit suicide for i 
I’m a rich man, and Belinda will, no doubt, accept me with joy 
and gratitude. 

Sym, Belinda will do nothing of the kind. She has just left 
the ho .se with Bclvawney, in a cab, and under the most 
affectionate circumstances. 

Ch, (alarmed). Left with Belvawney? Where have they 
gone? 

Sym, I don’t know. Very likely to get married. 

Oh, Married? 

Sym, Yes, before the rcgi»<:rar. 

Ch, I’ve l^en sold! I see that now! Belvawney'has done 
niel But I’m not the kind of man who stands such treat¬ 
ment quietly. Belvawney has found his match. Symper- 
son, they may get married, but, they shtill not be happy; 
I’ll be revenged on them both before they’re twenty-four hours 
older. She marries him because she thinks his income is 
secure. I’ll show her she’s wrong; I won’t blow out my 
brains; I’ll do worse. 

Sym. What? 

CX. I’ll marry. 

Sym, Marry? 

Ch, Anyliody. I don’t care who it is. 

Sym, Will Minnie do? 

Ch, Minnie will do; send her here. 

Sym, In one moment, my dear boy—in one moment 1 

[Exit Stmp£RSOV, hurriedly, 

Ch. Belinda alone in a cab with Belvawney! maddening 
to think of it 1 He’s got his arm round her waist st this 
moment, if I know anything of human n>*turel I can t stand 
it—1 cannot and Lwill not stand itl I’ll write at once to the 
registrar and tell him she’s married (sits at w iting taUe and 
weyarea to write). Oh, why am 1 constant by disixraition? 
Why is it that when I love a girl I can think of no other girl 
but that girl, whereas, when a girl loves me she seems to 
entertain the same degree of affection for mankind at lai^e? 
I’ll never bo constant again; henceforth I fascinate but to 
deceive 1 

Enter Mixnib. 

Min, Mr. Cheviot Bill, papa tells me that you wish to speak 
to me. 
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Oh, (Ai«mec2/y—tvrtYtnjf ai table). I do. Miss Sjrmwnon, I 
have no time to beat about the bush; 1 must come to point 
at once. You rejected me a short time since—^1 will not pre« 
tend that I am pleased with you for rejecting me—on the con¬ 
trary, I think it was in the worst taste. However, let bygones 
be bygones. Unforeseen circumstaucos render it necessary that 
i should marry at once, and you'll do. An early answer will 
be esteemed, as this is business. (Eesumes his writing.) 

Min. Mr. Hill, dear papa assures me that the report about 
the loss of your money is incorrect. I hope this may be the 
case, but I cannot forget that the information comes from dear 
papa. Now dear pai3a is the best and dearest papa in the whole 
world, but ho has a lively imagination, and when ho wants to 
accompUslf his puriiose, he does not hesitate to invent—[ am 
not quite sure of the word, but I think it is " bouncers.” 

Oh. (writing). You are quite right, the word is bouncers. 
Bouncens or bangers—either will do. 

Min. Then forgive my little silly fancies, Mr. Hill; but, 
before I listen to your suggestion, I must have the very clearest 
proof that your position is, in every way, fully assured. 

Oh. Mercenary little donkey 1 1 will not condescend to proof. 

1 renounce her ^together. (Rings hell.) 

Enter Maosie wUh Angus and Mbs. Macfablane. Angus 
has his arm round her waist. 

Oh. (suddenly seeing her). Maggie, come here. Angus, do 
take your arm from round that girl’s waist. Stand back, and 
don’t you listen. Maggie, three months ago 1 told you that 
1 lo\ ed you passionately; to-day I tell you that I love you as 
oasaionately as ever; I may add that I am still a rich man. 
Can you oblige me with a postage-stamp? (Maggie gives him 
a stamp from her pocket—he stklu it on to his letter.) What 
do you say? 1 must trouble you for an immediate answer, 
as this is not pleaifure—it’s business. 

Mag, Oh, sir, ye’re ower late. Oh, Maister Cheviot, if £M 
i>nly ken’d it before I Ob, sir, I love ye right weel; the bliiid 
o’ my hairt is nae sae dear to me as thou. (Sobbing on hts 
shoulder.) Oh, Cheviot, my ain auld love! my ain aulid level 
Ang, (aside). Pdir lassie, it just dra’s the water from my ee 
to hear her. Oh, mither, mithcr! my liairt is just breaking. 
(Sobs on Mrs. Macfablane’s shoulder,) 

Oh, But why is it too late? You say that you love me. I 
offer to marry you. My station in ijfd'ia at least equal to your 
own. What is to prevent our union ? 
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Mag, (vAping her egea). Oh, sir, ye're unco ^id to pair little 
Maggie, but ye’re too late; for she’s placed the matter in her 
solicitor's hands, and he tolls her that an action for breach will 
just bring damages to the tune of a thousand pound. There's 
a laddie waiting outside noo, to sCirve the bonnie writ on ye I 
(Turrs afectumaiely to Angus.) 

Ch. (Jailing sobbing on to sofa). No one will marry me. 
There is a curse upon me—a cuise upon mo. No one will man y 
me—no, not one! 

Mrs. Mac. Diuna say that, sir. There's mony a woman— 
noe young, soft, foolisli lassie, neither; but grown women o' 
sober age, who'd lie mair a mither than a wife to yc; and that's 
what ye want, puir laddie, for ye’re no equal to takin’ care u’ 
yersel'. * 

Ch. Mrs. Macfarlane, you are right. I am a man of quick 
impulse. 1 see, 1 feel, I speak. 1—you are the tree upon 

which—that is to say—no, no, d-n it, I can’t; I cau*t! One 

must draw the line somewhere. (^Turning from her with dis¬ 
gust.) 

Enter Miss Trehebnk and Bklvawney. They are follouigd 
by Symferson and Minnie. 

Ch. Belinda 1 Can I believe my eyes ? You have returned 
to me, you have not gone off with Belvawncy after all ? Thank 
heaven, thank heaven! 

Miss T. 1 thought that, as I came in, I heard you say some¬ 
thing about a tree. 

Ch. You are right. As you entered I was r«'masking that I 
am a man of quick impulse. 1 see, 1 feel, 1 speak. J[ have 
two thousand a year, and 1 love you prvssionately. I lay my 
hand, my heart, ^d iny income, all together, in one lot, at 
your feet! 

Miss T. Cheviot, I love you with an irresistible fervour, that 
seems to parch my very existence. 1 love you as I never loved 
man before, and as I can never hope to love man again. But, 
in the belief that you were ruined, I went with my own adored 
Belvawncv before the registrar, and that Registrar has just 
made us ouol {Turns affectionately to Bxlyawney.) 

BA. {embraces Belinda). Bless him for it —^bless him fnr it 1 

Oh. {dea ily calm). One word. I have not yet seen the letter 
that blights my earthly hopes. For form’s sake, 1 trust 1 may 
be permitted to cast my eye over that document? Aa a matter 
of businew—that’s all* 
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Ed, Certainly. Here it is. You will find the situation of 
the cottage described in unmistakable terms. {Handi the letter 
to Cheviot.) 

Ch, {reads). '* In reply to your letter I have to inform you 
that Evan Cottage is certainly in England. The deeds relating 
to the property place this beyond all question " Thank you; 
I am satisfied. {Takes out pistol.) 

Ed. Kow, sir, perha][)S you will kindly release that young 
lady. She is my wife I (Cheviot’s arm has orepi medMnicaUy 
round Miss Tbehebne’s wa^t.) 

Mim T, Oh, Cheviot! kindly release me—I am his wife 1 

Ch. Crushed! Crushed! Cruslicd! 

Sym. {Rooking over his shoulder al letter^ reads). **Turn 
over.” * 

Ch, {despairingly). Why should I ? What good would it 
do? Oh! I see. 1 beg your pardon! over the page.) 

Halloa f {Rises.) 

AIL What? 

Ch. {reads). “ P.S.—may add that the border line runs 
through the property. The cottage is undoubtedly in England, 
though the garden is in Scotland.” 

Niss T. And we were married in the garden 1 

Ch. Belinda, we were married in the garden 1 

[Belinda leaves Belvawnet, and turns affectionately 
to Cheviot, who embraces Aer.] 

Ed, Belinda, stop a bit! don’t leave me like this I 

Jlfws T. {crosses to Belvawnby). Belvawnoy, I love you 
with an intensity of devotion that I firmly believe will last 
while 1 livet But dear Cheviot is my husband now; he has a 
claim upon me which it would be impossible—nay, criminal— 
to resist. Farewell, Belvawney; Minnie may yet be yours! 
(Belvawney turns sobbing to Minnie, who comforts him; Miss 
T. crosses baeh to Cheviot.) Cheviot—my husband—my own 
old love—^if the devotion of a lifetime can atone for the misery 
of the last few days, it is yours, with every wifely sentiment of 
pride, gratitude, ^miration, and love. 

Ch. {embracing her). My own I my own 1 Tender blossom of 
my budding hopes I Star of my life 1 Essence of happiness 1 
lYee upon which the fruit of my heart is growing 1 My Past, 
my Present, my To Come 1 

[PiOTUBE.—C heviot embracing Miss Tbehbbne. Belvawney 
is being contorted by Minnie. ANaus is solacing Maooib, 
emd Mbs. Maofablanh m reposing on Mb. Sthfebsoh'II 
AofOflk 
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SWEETHEARTS. 

ACT L 

« 

DATE—1844. 

SoEKE.-pT^e Garden of a pretty Country Villa. The houee is 
neWf and the garden shows signs of having betn recently 
laid out; the shrubs are small^ and the few trees alfout are 
moderate in size; small creepers are trained against the 
house; an open country in the distance; a little bridge 
over a stream farms the entrance to the garden, 

WiACOX is discovered seated on edge of garden wheelbarrow^ 
preparing hU “&asa”/or tying up plants; he rises and 
comes down with sycamore mplin/f in his hind; it m 
ear^ully done up in malting^ and has a direction laid 
attached to it. 

Wil. {reading the ?a&eZ). “For Mias Nortlicott, with Mr. 
Spreadbrow’s kindest regards.” "Acer Pseudo PlatanusP 
Ay, Ayl sycanioie, I suppose, though it ain't genteel to say 
BO. Humph I sycamores are common enough in these parts; 
there ain’t no call^ as 1 can see, to send a hundred and twenty 
milo for one. Ah, Mr. Spreadbrow, no go—no go; it ain’t to 
be done with "Acer Pseudo Platanmes" Sfiss Jeniiy’s sent 
better men nor you about their business afore this, and as 
you’re agoin* about your’n of your own freo will to-night, and 
a good long way tw, why I says, no go, no go I If I know 
Miss Jenny, she’s a good long job, and you'vo set down looking 
at your work too long; and now that it’s come to going, you’ll 
need to hurry it; and Miss Jenny ain’t a job to be hurried 
over, bless her. Take another throe niontlis, and 1 don't say 
there mightn’t be a chance for you; but it'll take all that-- ah, 
thank goodness, it'll take all tliat I 
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Enter Sesixy from lekind the Junue, prepared for gardening. 

Jen, Well, Wilcox, what have you got there ? (ZTe Umdiee 
his forehead and gives h&r the sgcamore,) Not my sycamore ? 

WU. Yes, miss; Mr. Spreadbro# left it last night as the mail 
passed. 

Jen, Then he's returned already? Why, he was not ex¬ 
pected for a week, at least. 

Wil. He returned quite sudden last night, and left this here 
plant, with a message that he would call at twelve o'clock 
to-day, miss. 

Jen. I shall be very 'dad to see him. So this is really a 
shoot of the dear old tree: ^ 

Wil. Come all the way from Lunnon, too. There’s lots of 
’em hereabouts, miss; I could ha’ got you a armful for the 
asking. 

Jen. Yes, 1 dare say; but this comes from the dear otd house 
at Hampstead. 

Wil. Do it, now? 

Jen, You remember the old sycamore on the lawn where 
Mr. Spreadbrow and 1 used to sit and learn our lessons yiars 
ago ?—well, this is a piece of it. And as Mr. Spreadbrow was 
going to London, I asked him to be so kind as to call, and tell 
the new people, with his compliments, that he wanted to cut 
a shoot mm it for a young lady who had a very pleasant 
recollection of many very happy hours spent under it. It was 
an awkward thing for a nervous young gentleman to do, and 
it’s very kind of him to have done it. (^Gives hack the plants 
which he places against upper porch of house.) Scr he’s coming 
this morning ? 

Wil. Yes, miss, to say good-bye. 

Jen, (busies hetsdf at stand of flower s), Qood-bye I ** How 
d’ye do ? ” you mean. , 

Wil, No, miss, good-bye. I hear Mr. Spreodbrow’s off to 
Ingy. 

Jen. Yes; I believe he is going soon. 

WU, Soon ? Ah, soon enough 1 He joins his ship at 
Southaimton to-night—so he left word yesterday. 

Jen,^ To-night ? No; not for some weeks yet ? (Alarmed.) 

WU. To-night, miss. I had it from his own lips, and he’s 
ooming to-day to say good-bye. 

Jen. (aside). To-night 1 

ITVf. And a good job too^ say thon^ heTa a nice young 
gnitlemaii too, 
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iTcn. I doTi*t see that it’s a good job. 

WH, I don’t want no young gentleman hanging about here, 
miss. 1 know what they comes arterthey comes artcr the 
flowers. 

Jen, The flowers? What nonsense I 

Wil, No, it ain’t nonsense. The world’s a haphazard 
garden where common vegetables like me, and hardy annuals 
like my boys, and sour crabs like my old ’ooman, and pretty 
delicate flowers like yon and your sisters grow side by side. 
It’s the flowers they come artcr. 

Jen, Really, Wilcox, if papa don’t object I don’t see what 
you have to do with it. 

WU, t^o, your pa don’t object; but I can’t make your pa 
out, miss. Walk off with one of his tuppenny toolips and he’s 
your enemy for life. Walk off with one of his darters and he 
settles three hundred a year on you. Tell ’ee what, miss; if 
I’d a family of grown gals like you, I’d stick a conservatory 
label on each of them—“ Please not to touch the specimens I ” 
—and I’d take jolly good care they didn’t. 

Jen. At all events, if Mr. Spreadbrow is going away to-night, 
you need not be alarmed on my account. I am a flower that 
is not picked in a minute. 

Wil, Well said, miss! And as he ts going, and as you won’t 
see him no more, 1 don’t mind saying that a better-spoken 
young gentleman I don’t know. A good, honest, straight- 
for’ard young chap he is—blocks you full in the face with 
eyes that seem to say, “ I’m a open book—turn me over—look 
me through and through—read every page of me, and if you 
find a line> to be ashamed on, tell me of it, and I’ll score it 
through.” 

Jen. (d^urely). I dare say Mr. Spreadbrow is much as 
other young men are. 

WU, As other young men? No, no—Lord forbid, miss I 
Gome—say a g^ word for him, miss, poor young gentleman. 
He’s said many a good word of you. I’ll go bail. 

Jen. Of me? 

WU, (takes ladder which is Waning against the house and 
places it against up/per porch of house, and, going a litUe wag 
up tf, spea^ this speech from it. Jenkt remains seated^ Ay. 
Why, only Toos^y, when I was at work again the high 
roail, he rides up on his little bay ’oss, and he stands 
talking to me over the hedge and straining his neck to catch 
• nght of you at a window; that was Toosday. *’Well, 
saya he^ **it’a a fine day I*—It rained hard Tooa* 
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day, but lt*s always a fine day with him. * How's Miss 
Northcott?'* says he. “Pretty well, sir,” says I. "Pretty 
she always is; and well she ought to bo if the best of hearts 
and the sweetest of natures will do it I *’ Well, 1 knew thatf 
BO off 1 goes to another subject, and tries to interest him in 
drainage, and subsoils, and junction pipes; but no, nothin* 
woula do for him, but he must bring the talk back to you. 
So at last 1 gets sick of it, and 1 up and s.ays: "Look 
ye hero, Mr. Spreadbrow,” says I, “Pm only the gardener. 
This is Toosday, and Miss Northcott’s iia's in the study, and I 
dessay h^ll bo happy to hear what you*ve got to say about her,'* 
Lord, it'd ha’ done your hi‘'irt good to see how he flushed up as 
he stuck his spurs into the l)ay and rode off fifteen miles to the 
hour. {Laughing ) That was Toosday, • 

Jen, {very angrily). He had no right to talk about me to a 
servant. 

Wil. {coming down from ladder). But, bless you, d6n't be 
hard on him, ho couldn’t help it, miss. But don't you be 
alarmed, he’s going away to-night, for many and many a long 
year, and you won't never be troubled with him again. He's 
going with a heavy heart, take my word for it, and 1 see ||is 
eyes all wet, when he spoke about saying good-bye to you; 
he'd the sorrow in his throat, but he’s a brave lad, and he 
gulped it down, though it was as big as an apple. {Ring.) 
There he is. Soothe him kindly, miss—don’t you bo afraid, 
you’re safe enough—he’s a good lad, and ho can’t do no harm 
now. {Exit Wilcox, 

Jen. What does ho want to go to-day for? he wasn't going 
for three months. He could remain if he liked; India has gone 
on very well without him for flve thousand years: it could have 
waited three months longer; but men are always n. such a 
hurry. He might have told me before->110 would have done so 
if he really, really liked mel I wouldn't have left him —^yes 
1 would—but then that’s different. Well, if ^>me people can 
go, some people can remain behind, and some other iiecple will 
be only tw glad to find some people out of their way 1 

Enter SPBEADBRow,/o2fotoAf by Wiloox. 

« 

«7en. {suddenly changes her manner, rises and crosses). Oh, 
Mr. Spreadbrow, how-d'ye-do? Quito well? I’m so glad I 
Sisters qiute well? That’s right—^how kind of you to think 
of my tree 1 So you are really and truly going to India to- 
iii(^t? ThatMBuddenl 
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Spread, Yes, very sudden—terribly sudden. I only beard 
of my appointment two days ago, in London, and Tm to join 
my ship to-night. lt*s very sudden indeed—and—and I’ve 
come to say good-bye. 

tTitfu. Good-bye. her hand.') 

Spread, Oh, but not like that, Jenny I Are you in a 
hurry ? 

Jen, Oh dear no, I thought you were; won’t you sit down? 
( They sit.) And so your sisters are quite well ? 

Spread. Not very; they are rather depressed at my going so 
soon, It may seem strange to you, but they will miss me. 

Jen, I’m sure tlicy will. I should be terribly distressed at 
your going—if I were your sister. And you’re going for so 
long I 

Spread. I’m not likely to return for a great many years. 

Jen. (with a little suppressed emotion). I’m so sorry we shall 
not sed you again. Papa ivill be very sorry. 

Spread. More sorry than you will bo? 

Jen. Well, no, I shall be very sorry, too—very, very sorry— 
there 1 

Spread, ITow very kind of you to say so. 

Jen. Wc have known each other so long—so many years, 
and we’ve always been good friends, and it’s always sad to say 
good-bye for the last time (Jie is delighted) to anybody! {he 
relapses). It’s so very sad when one knows for certain that it 
Mttk be the last time. 

Sfpread. 1 can’t tell you how happy I am to bear you say 
'Jb’s so sad. But (hopfftd/y) my jirospects are not altogether 
hopeless, there’s one chance for me yet. I’m happy to say 
I’m extremely delicate, and there’s no knowing, the climate 
may not agree with me, and I may be invalided bomel (very 
cheerfully). 

Jen. Oil! but that would be very dreadful. 

Spread. Oh, ^es, of course it would bo dreadful in one sense; 
but it—it would have its advantages, (Looking u^teasUy at 
Wilcox, who is hard at work.) Wilcox is hard at work, 
I see. 

Jen, Ob, yes,.Wilcox is hard at work. Ho is very indus¬ 
trious. 

Spread. Confoundedly industrious I He is working in the 
sun without his hat. (significantly.) 

Jen, Poor fellow. 

M . Isn’t it injudicious, at his age? 
b, I don’t think it will hurt him. 
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Spnod. I really think it will. (J3e motiom to her io ami 
him away,) 

Jan, Do you? Wilcox,Mr. Spreadbrow is terribly distressed 
because you are working in the sun. 

Wtl, That*8 mortal good of hin^i (Aside, winking.) They 
want me to go. All right; he can't do much harm now. 
(AU 4(2.) Well, sir, the sun is hot, and I'll go and look after the 
cucumbers away yonder, right at the other end of the garden. 
(Wilcox going — Spbeadbrow ia delighted.) 

Jen, No, no, no I—don't go away ! Stop here, only put on 
your hat. That’s what Mr. Spreadbrow meant. (\Vii.cox puts 
on hia hat.) There, 7iuw lire you happy? 

Spread, 1 suppose it wi'i soon be his dinner-time ? 

Jen, Oh, he haa dined. You have dined, haven’t you, 
Wilcox? 

WU, Oh, yes, miss, Tve dined, thank ye kindly. 

Jen, Yes; he has (lined I Oh 1 1 quite forgot! 

^read. What? 

Jen, 1 must interrupt you for a moment, Wilcox; I quite 
forgot that I promised to send some flowers to Captain Dampier 
this afternoon. Will you cut them for me? 

Wil, Yes, miss, (knowingly). Out of the conservator^ 1 
suppose, miss ? (Wilcox going, Spreadbrow again delighted.) 

Jen, Ko, these will do. (Pointing to open-air flower Uda — 
Spreadbrow again diaapj^inted.) Stop, on second thoughts 
perhaps you had better take them out of the conservatory, and 
cut them carefully—there’s no hurry. 

Wd, (ostefe.) / understand! Well, poor young chap, let 
him be, let him be; he's going to be turned off tO;night, and 
his last meal may as well be a hearty one. [Exit Wilcox. 

Spread, (rises in great del^ht). How good of y-m—^how 
very kind of you 1 

Jm, To send Captain Dampier some flowers? 

Spnad, (mucA disappointed). Do you really want to send 
that fellow some flowers ? 

Jen, To be sure 1 do. Why should I have asked Wilcox to 
cut them ? 

Spread, I thought—1 was a great fool to think so—but 1 
thought it might have been because we cduld talk more 
pleasantly alone. 

Jen, 1 really wanted some flowers; but, as you say, we 
certainly can talk more pleasantly alone. (jSAe buaiea heradf 
with preparing the ayoafnore.) 

Spread, Tve often thought that nothing is such a check on 
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—pleasant conversation—as the presence of—of—a gardener— 
who is not interested in the subject of conversation. 

Jen, (^ets the tree, and cute off the matting with which it ie 
hmind with garden scieaors which she has brought with her from 
the table). Oh, but Wilcox if^very interested in everything that 
concerns you. Do let me call him back. 

Spread. No, no; not on my account! 

Jen. He and 1 were having quite a discussion about you 
when you arrived. (Digging a hole for tree.) 

Spread. About me ? 

Jisn, Yes; indeed we almost quarrelled about you. 

Spread. What, was he abusing mo then ? 

Jen. Oh, no; ho was speaking of you in the highest terms. 

J^read.*(much taken aback). Then— you were abusing me! 

«7en. N—no, not exactly that; I—1 didn't agree with all 
he said—(Ae is much depre^ed, ike wdices this) at least, not 
openly^ 

Spread, (hopefully). Then you did secretly ? 

Jen. I shan't tell you. 

Sprecul. Why? 

Jen, Because it will make you dreadfully vain. There! 

Spread, (delighted). Very—very dreadfully vain ? (Ae takes 
her hand), 

Jen. Very dreadfully vain indeed. Don't I (Withdraws her 
hand. During this she is digging the hole, kneeling m the edge <ff 
t^ flower bed', he advances to her and kneds on edge of bed 
near her.) 

spread. Do you know it's most delightful to hear you say 
that? It's without exception the most astonishingly pleasant 
thing I've ever heard in the w'hule course of my life 1 (iSees the 
sycamore.) Is that the tree I brought you ? (Eises from his 
knees.) 

Jen. Yes. I'm going to plant it just in front of the drawing¬ 
room wiedow, sj that I can see it whenever I look out. Will 
you help me ? (Be prepare to do so ; she puts it into the hde.) 
Is that quite straight ? Hold it up, please, while I (ill in the 
earth, (fie holds it while she fills in the earth ; gradually his hand 
slips doton till it touches h^s.) It's no iise, Mr. Spreadbrow, 
our both holding it in the same place ! (He runs his hand up 
the stem mickly.) 

Spread I beg your pardon—^very foolish of me. 

Jen. Very. 

Spread, I’m very glad there will be something here to make 

S ou think of me when I’m many many thousand mUes away, 
eony> For I shall be always thinking of you. 
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Jm. Beally^ now that's very nice I It will be so delightful, 
and BO odd to know that there's somebody thinking about me 
right on the other side of the world I 

Spread, (sighing). Yes. It will bo on the other side of the 
world! ' 

Jm. But that's the delightful part of it—right on the other 
siiic of the world ! It will be such fun I 

Spread, Pun! 

Jen, Of course, the farther you are away the funnier it will 
seem. (Ik is apwoaching her again^ Now keep on the other 
side of tho world. It b just the distance that gives the point to 
it. There are dozens .and dozens of people thinking of ino close 
at hand. Qihe rises.) 

Spread, (taking her hand). But not as I think of you, Jenny 
—dear, dear Jenny—not as I’ve thought of you for years and 
years, though I never dared tell you so till now. 1 can’t bear to 
think that anybody else is thinking of you kindly, earnestly, 
seriously, as 1 think of you. 

Jen. {earnestly). You may bo quite sure, Harry, quite, quite 
sure that you will be the only one who is thinking of me 
kindly, seriously, and earnestly (he is delighted) in India* (He 
relapses—she withdraws her hand.) 

Spread. And when this tree, that we have planted together, 
is a big tree, you must promise me that you will sit under 
it every day, and give a thought now and then to the old play* 
fellow who gave it to you. 

Jen. A big tree! Oh, but this little plant will never live to 
be a big tree, surely ? 

Spread. Yes, if you leave it alone, it grows very ;apidly. 

Jen. Oh, but I'm not going to have a big tree right in front 
of the drawing-room window! It will ^poil the viev«, it will be 
an eyesore. VVq had better plant it somewhere else. 

Spread, (bitterly). No, let it be, you can cut it down when it 
Incomes an eyesore. It grows very rapidly, but it will, no 
doubt, have lost all interest in your eyes lung before it becomes 
an eyesore. 

Jen. But Captain Dampier says that a big tree in front of 
a window checks the current of fresh air. 

Spread. Oh, if Captain Dampier says so, remove it. 

Jen, Now don’t be ridiculous about Captain Damp'er; I've 
a very great respect for his opinion on such matters. 

Spread. I'm sure you have. You see a great deal of Captain 
Dampier, don't you ? 

Jen, Yes, and we shall see a great deal more of him; he's 
going to take the Orange next door. 
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Spread, (bitterly). That will be very convenient. 

Jen. (demurely). Very. 

SpreM. (jealously). Yon seem to admire Captain Dainpier 
very much. 

Jen. 1 think he is very g^d-looking. Don't yoa ? 

Spread, lie's well enough—for a small man. 

Jen. Porhaps he'll grow. 

Spread. Is Captain Dampier going to live here always 7 

Jen. Yes, until he marries. 

Spt'ead. (eagerly). Is—is he likely to marry? 

Jen. 1 don't know. (Demvnly.) Perhaps he may. 

Spread. But whom—whom ? 

Jen. (hftshfvdly). Haven't you heard ? 1 thought you knew ! 

Spread, (excitedly). No, no, I don’t know; I've heard nothing. 
Jenny—dear Jenny—tell me the truth, don’t keep anything 
from ^e, don’t leave me to find it out; it will be terrible to hear 
of it out there; and, if you have ever liked me—^and I'm sure you 
have—tell me the whole truth at once! 

Jen. (bashfully). Perhaps, as an old friend, I ought to have 
told you before; but indeed, indeed 1 thought you knew. 
Captain Dampier is engaged to be married to—to—^my cousin 
Dmmie. 

Spread, (intensely relieved). To your cousin Emmie. Oh, 
thank you, thank you, thank you I Oh, my dear, dear Jenny, 
do—do let me take your hand. (Takes her hand and shakes it 
enthusiastically.) 

Jen. Are you going? 

Spread. No. (Releasing it — muck caet down.) 1 was going 
to ask you'to do me a great favour, and I thought I could ask 
it better if I had hold of your hand. I was going to ask you if 
you would give me a flower—^any flower, I don't care what it is. 

Jen. (affecting surprise). A flower ? Why, of course I will. 
But why ? 

Spread, (earnestly). That I may have a token of you and of 
our parting wherever I go; that I may possess an emblem of 
you that 1 shall never-never part with, that I can carry about 
with me night and day wherever I go, throughout my whole life. 

Jm. (apparently much affected, crosses slowly, sto^ and takes 
up large geranium in pot). Will this be too big ? 

Spread (disconcerted). But I mean a flower—only a flower. 

Jen, Oh, but do have a bunch! Wilcox diall you a 
beauty. 

Spread. No, no ; I want you to pick it ibr mcb 1 drat can 
what it ift—a daisy will do—if you pick It for mal 

n. s 
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Jen, What an odd notion I {Crossing to flower^stand, and 
nicking a piece of mignonette—he puts down flower-pot hy led,) 
There! (picking a flower and giving it to him) will that do? 

Spread. I can't tell you how inestimably I shall prize this 
dower. 1 will keep it while 1 livc^and whatever go(^ fortune 
may be in store for me, nothing can ever be so precious in my 
eyes. 

Jen. 1 had no idea you were so fond of flowers. Oh, do have 
some more 1 

Spread. No, no—but—you must let me give 3 ’ou this in 
return; I brought it for you, Jenny dear—dear Jenny 1 Will 
you take it from me? (Takes a rose fiom his button-hole, and 
offers it.) 

Jen. (amused and surprised). Oh yes I (Takes it anUI puts it 
down on the tahle carelessly—he notices this with much emotion.) 

Spread. Well, I’ve got to say good-bye; there’s no reason 
why it shouldn't be said at once. (Holding oiU his Jjand.) 
Good-bye, Jenny! 

Jen. (cheerfully). Good-bye 1 (He stands for a moment with 
her hand in his—she crosses to porch.) 

Spread. Haven’t—haven’t you anything to say to mo ? 

Jen. (after thinking it over). No, 1 don't think th^’s 
anything else. No—nothing. (She loans against the porch—he 
stands over her.) 

Spread. Jenny, I’m going away to-day, for years and years, 
or 1 wouldn’t say what I'm going to say—at least not yet. 
I’m little more than a hoy, Jenny; but if 1 were eighty, I 
couldn't be more in earnest—indeed I couldn’t I Parting for so 
many years is like death to mo; and if I don’t say what I'm 
going to say before I go, I shall never have the pluck to say it 
after. We were boy and girl together, and—and 1 ^ ^ved you 
then—and every year I’ve loved you moi'e and more; and now 
that Pm a man, and you are nearly a woman, I—^1—Jenny dear 
—I’ve nothing more to say I 

Jen. How you astonish me [ 

Spread. Astonish you ? Why, you know that I loved you. 

Jen. Yes, yes; as a boy loves a girl—but now that I am a 
woman it’s impossible that you can care for me. 

Spread, Impossible—^because you are a womAn t 

Jen, You see it's so unexpected. 

Spread, Unexpected? 

tTen. Yes. As children it didn’t matter, but it seems so 
shocking for grown people to talk about such things. And then, 
not gradually, but all at once—in a few minutes. It’s awful! 
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Bfread. Ob, Jenny, think. IVe no time to delay—my 
having to go has made me desperate. One kind word from you 
will make me go away happy: without that word, 1 shall go 
in unspeakable sorrow. Jenny, Jenny, say one kind word 1 

tTien. (earnestly). Tell m% what to say ? 

J^ead. It must come irom you, my darling; say whatever 
is on your lips—whether for good or ill—I can hear it now. 

Jen, Well, then: 1 wish you a very very pleasant voyage—and 
I hope you will be happy and prosperous—and you must take 
great care of yourself—and you can’t think how glad I shall 
be to know tbat you think of me, now and then, in India. 
There 1 

Spread, Is that all ? 

Jm, Ves, I think that’s all. (Eeflectivdy.) Tes—that’s all. 

Spread, Then— (wWi .great emotion which he struggle to 
suppress) there’s nothing left but to say good-bye— (Music in 
orchestra tiU end of Act, Good-bye, Sweetheart ”)—and I hope 
you will always be happy, and that, when you marry, you will 
marry a good fellow who will—who will—who will-Good¬ 
bye 1 (Exit, rapidly, 

[Jenny watches him out—sits down, leaving the gate open 
—hums an air gaily—looks round to see ij he is 
coming back—goes on humming—takes up the flower 
he has given her—plays with it—gradually falters, 
and at last bursts into tears, laying her head on 
the table over the flower he has given her, and sob¬ 
bing violently. 
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ACT IL 

ScENE.'^T^e same as in Act I., with svch addiHons and changes 
as mag be stt/tposed to have taken iHaoe in thirty years. 
The housCf which wns hare in Act is now entirely covered 
with Virginia and other creepers: the garden, is much more 
fully •planted than in Act 7., and trees iheU were small in 
Ad, 1. are tall and husky now; the general arrangipment of 
the garden is the same, except that the sycamore planted in 
Act I. has developed into a large tree, the boughs of which 
roof in the stage; the landscape has also undergone a meta¬ 
morphosis, inasmuch as that which was open country in 
Act I. is now covered with picturesque semi-detached villas, 
and there are indications of a large town in the distance. 
The month is September, and the leaves of ihs Virginia 
creepers mar their autumn tint. « 

Jenny discovered scaled on a bench ad the foot of the tree, and 
ItUTH is standing by her side, holding a skein of cotton, 
which Jenny ts winding, Jenny is now a pleasant-look- 
ing middle-aged lady, 

Jen. Have you any fault to find with poor Tom ? 

Ruth, No, miss, IVe no fault to find with Put a girl 

can’t marry every young man she don’t find fault with, can she 
now, miss? 

Jen. Certainly not, Ruth. But Tom seems to think you 
have given him sonic cause to believe that you are fond of him. 

Ruth {bridling up). It’s like his impudence, diiss, to say so I 
Fond of him indeed! 

Jen. He hasn’t fsaid so, Ruth, but I’m quite sure he thinks 
so. 1 have noticed of late that yon have taken a foolish plea¬ 
sure in playing fast and loose with pc^or Tom, and this has 
made him very unhappy—very unhappy indeed; so much so 
that I think it is very likely that ho will mako up his mind to 
leave my service altogether. 

Ruih {pigsud). Oh, miss, if Tom can make up his mind to 
go. I’m sure I wouldn’t stand in his way for worlds, 

Jen. But 1 think you would be sorry if he did, 
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On yes, miss, I should he sorry to part with Tom! 

t/ien. Then I think it’s only right to tell you that the foolish 
fellow talks about enlisting for a soldier, and if ho does it at 
all, he will do it to-night. 

Eutk (with some emotior^. Oh, miss, for that, I do like Tom 
very much indeed ; but if he wants to ’list, of course he’s his 
own master, and if he’s really fond of mo, what does ho want to 
go and 'list for ? (Qoiwj to cry.) One would think he would 
like to bo where ho could talk to me, and look at me—odd 
times I I'm sure 1 don’t want Tom to go and ’list! 

Jien. Then take tho advice of an old lady, who knows some¬ 
thing of these matters, and tell him so before it’s too late—you 
foolish, foolish girl! Ah, Ruth, I’ve no right to be hard on 
you 1 iVe been a young and foolish girl like yourself in my 
time,, and I’ve done many thoughtless things that I’ve learnt 
to be very sorry for. I’m not reproaching you—but I’m speak¬ 
ing td you out of the fulness of my experience, and take my 
word for it, if you treat poor Tom lightly, you may live to be 
very sorry for it too 1 (Taking her hand,) There, I'm not angry 
with you, my dear, but if I'd taken the advice I’m giving you, 
I shouldn’t bo a lonely old lady at a time of life when a good 
husband has his greatest value. (Ring.) Go and see wliu’s at 
the gate 1 

[Exit Jenny. Ruth goes to the gate^ wipi'ig her eyes on 
Iyer ajgron-^she o^ns it. 

Enter Sfbeadbbow (now Sib Henby). 

Spread, ,My dear, is this Mr. Bray brook’s ? 

Ea^, Yes, sir. 

Sprmd, Is he at home ? 

Euth. No, sir, he is not; but mistress is. 

Spread, Will you give your mistress my cord ? (Feeling for 
lia card’^ase.) * Dear me, I’ve left my cards at home] Never 
mind—will you tell your mistress that a gentleman will be 
freatly indebted to her, if she will kindly spare him a few 
minutes of her time? Do you think you can charge yourself 
with that messajge? 

Bidh, Mistress is in the garden, sir; I'll mn and tell her, if 
you’ll take a seat. [Eodt Ruth. 

Spread, That's a good girl! (He eiU on seat.) 1 couldn't 
midie up my mind to pass the old house without framing an 
excuse to take a peep at it. (Looks round) Very nice—very 
pretty-*bat« dear me, on a veiy much smaller scale than 1 
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fancied. Bemarkable changes in thirty years 1 (fiiau and 
walks round trees, looking admit.) Why, the place ia a town, 
and a railway runs right through it. And this is really the 
old garden in which 1 spent so many pleasant hoars? Poor 
little Jenny]—I wonder what*s become of her? Pretty little 
girl, but with a tendency to stoutness; if she's alive, I’ll be 
bound she’s fat. So this is Mr. Braybrook’s, is it ? 1 wonder 
who Braybrook is—^1 don’t remember any family of that name 
hereabouts. {Looking off.) This, 1 suppose, is Mrs. Braybrosk. 
Now, how in the world am 1 to account for my visit? 

Enter Jennt —she curtsies formdUg, he hows, 

I beg your pardon, I hardly knowhow to explain this mtrusion. 
Perhaps I had better state my facts, they will plead m^ 
apology:—I am an old Indian civilian, who, having resumed 
to England after many years’ absence, is whiling away a day in 
his native place, and amusing himself with polishing old 
memories—bright enough once, but sadly tarnished—sadly 
tarnished! 

Jen, Indeed? May 1 hope that you have succeeded? « 
Spread. IndifTcrently well—indifferently well. The fact is, 
I hardly know where I am, for all my old landmarks are swept 
away ; I assure you I am within the mark, when I say that 
this house is positively the only place I can identify. 

Jen. The town has increased very rapidly of late. 

Spread, Rapidly I When I left, there were not twenty houses 
in the place, but {politely) that was long before your time. I 
left a village, I find a town—1 left a beadle, I find a^nayor and 
corporation—^1 left a pump, I find a statue to a trough 
member. The inn is a Palace Hotel Company —** the alms¬ 
house a county jail—the pound is a (lolice station, and the 
common a colony of semi-detached bungalowja! Everything 
changed, including myself—everything new, except myself 
—ha, ha! 

Jen. I shall be glad to offer you any assistance in my power, 
I should be a go^ guide, for I have lived here thirty-two 
years 1 « 

Spread. Thirty-two years! is it possible? Then surely I 
ought to know you ? {lie feels for his glaxses^ My name ia 
Spreadbrow—Sir Henry Spreadbrow I 
Jen. Spreadbrow I (Putting on ^pectades.) Is it possible ? 
Why, mv very dear ola friend {offering both her hams), don’t 
you recollect me ? 
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Spread, (he puts on his double eyeglass, takes both her hands). 
God bless me f—is it possible ?—^and this is really you!—^you 
don’t say so 1 Dear me, dear me 1 Well, well, well I 1 assure 
you I am delighted, most unaffectedly delighted, to renew our 
friendship 1 (Shaking hands again, they sit under tree and look 
at each other curiously.) 

Spread. Not changed a Int I My dear Jane, you really must 
allow me. (They shake hands again.) And now tell me, how 
is Mr. Braybrook ? 

Jen. (rather surprmd). Oh, Mr. Braybrook is very well; I 
expect him home presently; he will be very glad to see you, 
for he has often heard me speak of you. 

Spread. Has he indeed ? It will give me the greatest—the 
very greatest possible pleasure, believe me (very emphcUictdly), 
to make his acquaintance. 

Jen. (still surprised at his emphatic manner). I’m sure he 
will 1>e delighted. 

Spread. Now tell me all about yourself. Any family ? 

Jen, (puzzled). 1 beg your pardon ? 

Spread, Any family ? 

Jen. Mr. Braybrook? 

Spr&id, "Well—yes. 

Jen. Mr. Braybrook is a bachelor. 

Spread, A b^helor? Tiien let me understand—am I not 
speaking to Mrs. Braybrook? 

Jen, No, indeed you are not! Ha, ha! (much amveed). Mr. 
Braybrook is my nephew; the place belongs to him now. 

Spread. Oh! then, my dear Jane, may 1 ask who you are ? 

Jen, I Am not married. 

Spread. Not married! 

Jen, No; I keep house for my nephew. 

Spread, Why, you don’t mean to sit there and look me in 
the face and tell me, after thirty years, that you are still Jane 
Northbrook ?' 

Jen. (rather hurt at the mistake). Northcott. 

Sprem, Northcott, of course. 1 beg your pardon—I should 
have said Northcott. And you are not Mrs. Braybrook ? You 
are not even married! Why, what were they about—what were 
they about ? Not married I Well, now, do you know, I am very 
sorry to hear that. I am really more sorry and disappointed 
tbur I can tell you. (She looks surprised and rath^ hurt.) 
You'd have made an admirable wife, Jane, and an admirable 
mother. I can't tell you how sorry 1 am to find that you ora 
still Jane Northbrook—should say, Northcott. 
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Jen. The same In name—much changed in everything else. 
{Sighing.) 

Spread. Changed ? Not a bit—I won't hear of it. I knew 
YOU the moment 1 saw you! Wo are neither of us changed. 
Mellowed perhaps—^a little mellowed, but what of that ? Who 
shall say that the blossom is pleasanter to look upon than the 
fruit Not I for one, Jane—not I for one. 

Jen. Time has dealt very kindly with us, but we’re old folks 
now, Henry Spreadbrow. {Rises.) 

Spread. I won’t allow it, Jane—won't hear it. {Rises.) 
What constitutes youth ? A head of hair ? Not at all; I was 
as bald as an egg at five and twenty—babies are always bald. 
Eyesight ? Some people are born blind. Years ? Years are 
an arbitrary impertineiico. Am I an old man or yofi an old 
woman, bocause the earth contrives to hurry round the sun in 
three hundred and sixty-five days ? Why, Saturn can’t do it in 
thirty years. If 1 had been bom on Saturn I should be two 
years old, ma’am—a public nuisance in petticoats. Let us be 
thankful that I was not born on Saturn. No—no, as long as I 
can ride to cover twice a week, walk my five and twenty miles 
without turning a hair, go to bed at twelve, get up at six, ti^n 
into a cold tub and like it. I’m a boy, Jane—a boy—a boy I 

Jen. And you are still unmarried? 

Spread. I? Oh dear, yes—very much so. No time to 
think of marriage. Plenty of oppurtunity, mind, but no leisure 
to avail myself of it. I’ve had a bustling time of it, I assure 
you, Jane, working hard at the Bar and on the Bench, with 
some success—with some success; {sits a^ain) and now that 
I’ve done my work, I throw myself back in my casy-chair, fold 
my hands, cross my legs, and prepare to enjoy myself. Life is 
before me, and I’m going to begin it. Ha, ha 1 Au*' so we 
are really Jane Northcott still ? 

Jen. Still Jane Northcott. 

Spread. I'm indignant to hear it—I assure y\}u that 1 am 
positively indignant to hear it. You would have made some 
fellow so infernally happy; {rim) I’m sorry for that fellow's 
sake^l don't know him, but still I am sorry. Ah, I wish I had 
remained in England. 1 do wish, for the very first time since 
I left it, that I Wl remdned in England. * 

Jen, Indeed 1 And why ? 

Spread. Why? Because I should have done my best to 
remove that reproach from society. I should inde^ Jane! 
Ha, hal After all, it don’t much matter, for you wouldn't have 
bad me. Oh yeal you had no idea of it; but, do you know. 
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IVe a great mind to tell 70 a —wUl tell you. Do you know, 
I was in love with you at one time. Boy and girl, you know— 
boy and girl. Ha, ba! ym*d no idea of it, but 1 was I 

Jen, {in wond&r). Oh yes; 1 knew it vciy well. 

Spread, (mueb cutonjsAfid)# You knew it? You know that 
I was attached to you! 

(Ten. AVhy, of course I did I 

Spread, Did you, indeed 1 Bless me, you don't say so 1 
Now that's amazingly curious. Leave a woman alone to find 
that out! It’s instinctive, positively instinctive. Now, my 
dear Jane, I’m a very close student of human nature, and in 
pursuit of that study 1 should like above all things to know by 
what signs you detected my secret admiration for you. {Takee 
her hand.)* 

Jen. Why, bless the man! There was no mystery in the 
matter! You told me all about it! 

Spu'eod. I told you all about it ? 

Jen. Certainly you did—here, in this garden. 

Spread. That I admired you—loved you ? 

Jen. Must assuredly! Surely you’ve not forgotten it. {lie 
dt'ops her hand.) J haven’t. 

^read, I remember that I had the impertinence to be very 
fond of you. I forgot that I had the impertinence to tell you 
so. 1 remember it now. I made a fool ot myself. 1 remember 
it by that. 1 told you that 1 adored you, didn’t I ?—that you 
were as essential to me as the air I breathed—that it was im- 
lH) 8 siblo to support existence without you—^that your name 
should be the most liallowed of earthly words, and so forth. 
Ha, ha I my dear Jane, before I’d been a week on board I was 
saying the ss^e thing to a middlo'S^ed governess whose name 
has entirely escaped me. {She hoe exhibited signs of j^aeure 
during the earlier part of this speetdi^ and disappointment at the 
last two Unes^ What fools we make of ourselves 1 

Jen. And of others! 

Spread. Oh, 1 meant it, Jane; I meant every word I said to 
you. 

Jen. And the governess? 

Spread, And the governess! 1 would have married you, 
Jane. * 

Jen. And the ^verness ? 

Spread. And the governess 1 I’d have married Aer, if she had 
accepted me—^but she didn’t. Perhaps it was as well^he was 
a widow with five children—cursed my destiny at t^e time, 
but I’ve forgiven it since. I talked of blowing out my brains. 
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Tm glad I didn’t do it, aa Fve found them useful in my pro¬ 
fession. Ha! ha I (XooA;tn^ round-i Jenity stontfs waUMng 
him ) The place has changed a go^ deal since my timo-^ 
improved—improved—vroVe all three improved. I don’t quite 
like this tree, though—it*s in th8 way. What is it ? A kind 
of beech, isn’t it ? 

Jen. No, it’s a sycamore. 

Spread. Ha! I don’t understand English trees—^but it’s a 
curious place for a big tree like this, just outside the drawing¬ 
room window. Isn’t it in the way ? 

Jen, It is rather in the way. 

Spread, I don’t like a tree before a window, it checks the 
current of fresh air—don't you find that? ^ 

Jen, It does check the current of fresh air, 

l^ead. Then the leaves blow into the house in autumn, and 
that’s a nuisance—and besides, it impedes the view. 

Jen. It is certainly open to these objections. * 

Spread, Then cut it down, my dear Jane. Why don’t you 
cut it down ? 

Jen, Gut it down 1 I wouldn’t cut it down for worlds. That 
tree is identified in my mind with many happy recoliectiiais. 

Spread, Remarkable the influence exercL^ by associations 
over a woman’s mind. Observe—^you take a house, mainly be¬ 
cause it commands a beautiful view. You apportion the rooms 
principally with reference to that view. You lay out your 
garden at great expense to harmonize with that view, and, 
having brought that view into the very best of all possible 
conditions for the full enjoyment of it, you allow a gigantic 
and wholly irrelevant tree to block it all out for tho sake of the 
sentimental ghost of some dead and gone sentimental reality! 
Take my advice and have it down. If 1 had Lid anything 
to do with it, lyou would never have planted it. T shouldn’t 
have allowed it I 

Jen. You had so miich to do with it that it was planted 
there at your suggestion. 

Spread, At mine? Never saw it before in my life. 

Jen. We planted it together thirty years ago—the day you 
sailed for India. , 

Spread, It app^rs to me that that was a very eventful day 
in my career. We planted it together I I have no recollection 
of having ever planted a gigantic sveamore anywhere. And 
we did it together I Why, it would take a dozen men to 
move it 

Jen. It was a sapling then—you cut it for me. 
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Spread, (wtdd&nly and with energy). From the old sycamore 
in the old garden at Hampstead! Why, I remember; I went 
to London expressly to get it for you. (Laughing^ettUiig on 
her lefC) And the next dav 1 called to say gO(^-bve, aM 1 
found you planting it, and T hel])ed; and as I was helping I 
found an opportunity to seize your hand. (J)aee so.) I grasped 
it—pressed it to my lips—(«foes so), and said, ** My dear, dear 
Jenny” (As drops her hand suddenly)^ and so forth. Never 
mind wmt I said—^but 1 meant it—I meant itl (Laugh* 
heartUy —sAe joins Atm, hut her laughter is evidently foroed--^ 
eventuadly sAe sAotos styns of tears, whudi he doesn't notice.) 
It all comes back with a distinctness which is absolutely 
photographic. 1 begged you to give me a flower—^you gave me 
one—a sprig of geranium. 

Jen .' Mignonette. 

Spregd. Was it mignonette? I think you’re right—^itwas 
mignonette. I seized it—pressed it to my trembling lips--' 
plimed it next my fluttering heart, and swore that come what 
might I would never, never part with itl—1 wonder what 1 
did with that flower!—And then I took one from my button 
holf*—begged you to take it—^}’ou took it, and—ha, ha, ha!— 
you threw it down carelessly on the table, and thought no 
more about it, you heartless creature—^lia, ha, ha 1 Ob, 1 was 
very angry! I remember it perfectly; it was a camellia. 

Jen. {hod/crying adde). Mot a camellia, 1 think. 

Spread. Yes, a camellia, a large white camellia. 

Jen. I don’t think it was a camellia; 1 rather think it was 
arosa. 

Spread. Nonsense, Jane—come, come, you hardly looked 
at it, miserable little flirt that you were; and you pretend, 
after thirty years, to stake your recollection of the circum¬ 
stance against mine ? No, no, Jane, take my word for it» it 
was a camellia.. 

Jen. I’m sure it was a rosel 

spread. No, I’m sure it was a camellia. 

Jen. (in tears). Indeed—^indeed, it was a rose. (Produces a 
withered roee from a pocket-hooh —^Ae is very much impressed — 
20 oAb at it and at her, and seems much affeded.) 

Spread. Why, Jane, my dear Jane, you don’t mean to say 
that this is the very flower? 

Jen. That is the very flower I (Rising.) 

I^read. Strange I You seemed to attach no value to it 
whw I ^ve it to you, you threw it away as something utterly 
insignificant; and when I leav^ you pick it up^ and keep it 
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for thirty years! My dear Jane, how like a 

woman I 

Jen. And you seized the flower I gave you—^pressed it to 
your lipS| and swore that wherever your good or ill fortune 
might carry you, you would nevef part with it; and—and you 
quite forgot what became of it! My dear Harry, how like 
a maul 

Spread, I was deceived, my dear Jane—deceived! I had 
no idea that you attached so much value to my flower. 

Jen. We were ^th deceived, Henry Spreadbrow. 

Spread, Then is it possible that in traating me as you did, 
Jane, you were acting a part ? 

Jen, Wo were both acting parts—^but the play is over, and 
there’s an end of it. ( With aasumed ehurfidneae,) Let us talk 
of something else. 

Spread, No, no, Janet, the play is not over—we will talk of 
nothing else—the play is not nearly over. (Music in orcAesfra, 
“ John Anderson my Jo,”) My dear Jane —(rising and 
taking her hand), my very dear Jane—believe me, for I speak 
from my hardened old heart, so far from the play being over, 
the serious interest is only just beginning. (He kisses ha^and 
—they walk towards the house,) 
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ACT L 

ScEyE .—of Dan'l Druce^b hti, a ttmhle-down dd 
shantyf of the rudest description; with very smaU mod 
fire. The whole place is as squalid and miserable as 
possdde. Wind and snow without. Hain and wind heard 
each time door is opened. Night, 

Bip. (ufithoul). Hullo I Dan'l, art within ? (Knocks,) Dan’I, 
I say,open, will you? (He kicks^the door open.) Why, the 
hut's empty. Where's the old devil gone, 1 wonder ? Gome 
in, master, out of the storm. 

Enter Marple. 

Don't he afeard (Marple shuts door ); he’ll be a bit rusty, to 
be sure, at our coming in without leave, but that’ll blow off 
sooner than the gale outside. 

Mar, Is the man away? 

Bip, Nay, he’s never a hundred yards from this; he’s 
hauling up his boat on the beach, maybe, or taking in his nets, 
and making hll snug and taut for the night; and well he may, 
for the devil's kt loose, and there’ll be mischief afore morning. 
The devil likes these here Norfolk coasts, bum him! 

Mar. And so Jonas lives here. 

Bip. Jonas? No, Dan'l'-Danl Druce. 

Mar. Well, Dan’l Druce, if that’s what he calls himself. 
It's a strange hole for such a man as hel 
Bip, It’s a fit hole for such a dog as he I A surly, scowling, 
drunken, miserly, half-starved cur! Never was a sulky hound 
BO far athwart tho world’s ways as Dan’i Drace. Why, he's as 
rich as a Jew, and never gave bit nor sup to a soul in the town. 
Oh, take my word for it, it’s a fit hole for such as he. There's 
only one fitter, and 1 wish he was in it! 

Mar, Stop that cursed red rag of yours, will you? 

Rip, Come,cum^ civil words, master, civil wordsl 
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Ma/t, Set the example. I am this man’s hrother. 

Bip, {aside). Well, you've got the family tongue in your 
head, anyhow. If you’re his brother, maybe you know how he 
came to live here all alone ? 

Mar, Maybe I do. * 

Jiip. They say that before he came here—a matter o’ three 
or four years since—he was a decent sort o’ body enough, a 
blacksmith, I do hear, but ho got struck half silly like through 
some bad luck, and he’s been a changed man ever since. 

Mar. Oh, they say that, do they ? 

Bip. Ay. Well, I don’t know what he was, but I know 
what he is; that’s em ugh for me. The scowlingest, black- 
browedest, three-corneredest chap/ ever see,’ceptins regards 
children, and he’s as fond o’ children as a young girl, and the 
littlcT they are the more he likes ’em, and they likes him. 
Now, I’m as tendor-hearted as a kitten, but I haies qhildren, 
and they can’t abide mo. That’s odd, ain’t it ? 

Mar. Ay. * 

Bip. Yes, that’s Dan’l Bruce’s story as far as we knows it 
down in these parts. Maybe you know more ? 

Mar. Maybe I do. ♦ 

Bip. Now, 1 dare swear there was a woman at the bottom 
of it all. 1 never got my chain cable kinked but a woman 
had a hand in it. 

Afar, {coming /orurard). Hark ye, my lad, you’re hard on 
women, ii’rom the look of you, I’ve a notion no woman ever 
had much to do with any trouble of yours, saving your mother 
when she bore you. No, no, your tongue’s done all the mischief 
that ever come to you. You let women alone j I'm sure they 
never interfere with you. 

Enter Dan’l DitucE. He has a bundle of nets over his shoulder, 
and he is half tipsy. His appeal ance is • that (f a man of 
fifty, but haggard with want. His hair is long and matted, 
and he has a beard of some days* growth on his chin, 

Han, Hullo 1 Who’s that ? Joe Ripley, eh ? Why, Joe 
Ripley, what dost thou do skulking in other.men’s huts when 
they’re away? Nothing to lay hands on here, Joe Ripley. 
And 'Chou’st brought a friend, eh ? Didst thee think there was 
too much plunder for a man to carry that thou’st brought an 
ass to help thee? There’s nowt for thee here. Take thine 
ugly face into the storm; maybe thou’lt get it battered straight. 
Come, out wi’ ’ee 1 
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Rip, Hold thy peace, man. I want nowt of thine. I*ve 
brought thee money for thy two nets. 

Don. Where is it? 

Rip, And here’s a man as says he’s thy brother—and I wish 
him joy 0 ’ his brotherhood) 1 found him in the village ask¬ 
ing for thee, so I brought him to thee. (Marplb hdd» out hi* 
hand,) 

Dan. heeding him). Gi’ me the money. 

Mar, Dost thou not know me, Jonas Marple ? 

Don. Dead. Dead three years ago. 

Mar. Ay, thou gavest thyself out as dead, that he might 
make an honest woman of her. 

Dan, 'j.'hou liest, she was an honest woman, for all she left 
me. Twas him that stole her, God bless her I Jonas Marple 
died the day she left him. Tin Dan’l Druce. 

Rip. I knew there was a woman in iti 

Afar. And if Jonas he dead, hast thou no word of weloume 
to Jonas's brother ? 

Dan. -None I (To Riplet.) Gi' me the money. 

Rip, There! Ay, count it; we're all thieves and liars. (To 
Marple.) That’s his craze. Is it right? 

Dan, 1 dunno, T can’t count to-night. Let it bo, 1*11 count 
it to-morrow. ( To Marple.) How didst thou find me ? 

Mar. I found thee through this fellow. 1 was in the town 
on law business, and I heard men talk of such a one as thou, 
and 1 asked and asked, and found out that thou wast the 
brother who used to work wi’ me. I’ve come to ask thee to 
come back to us, and bo the man thou wast wont to be. Come, 
man, be thine old self, thou caust not be better; throw off thy 
present self, thou canst not be worse! 

Dan. Not worse? Why, man, I’m a king, alone here! 
Here 1 live, free fiom Ifars and thieves, alone I alone I What, 
bfick to the world, the hollow, lying world? Not 11 Back 
to the rock on "which my ship was wrecked? Not II Back 
to the den of thieves that stripped me? Not II No,no; I 
don’t find fish come back to my nets when once they’ve slipped 
through the meshes, and I’m no more a fool than my fish. 
See here—^I’ve Uved here nigh upon four years, and ’cepting 
some such gaping fool as him (indicating Biplet), Tve seen 
no soul, and no soul’s seen me. I’ve done harm to none, and 
none’s done harm to mo. I’ve told no lies, and no lies ain’t 
been told me. I’ve robbed no one, and no one’s robbed me. 
Can any one who walks the world say as mnch ? Tve lived 
on the fish Tve caught, the gfwden IVe dug, and Fro saved 
II. i 
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money by the nets I've made, not much—a trifle to such as 
thou, and I’ve sent it far from here—I never keep it here, no, 
no. I've no hopes, no cares, no fears. And thou askest me to 
go back to the foul old world, the world that poor dead and 
gone Jonas Marple was rubbed in; the bitter black world 
that blighted his poor harmless life. No I Pm going to bide 
heie. 

Mar, Well, as thou wilt, Jonas. 

Dan, Dan'l—that's my name, Dan'l Druce. Jonas Marple 
died the day bis wife left him. His wife's a widow, and, may^ 
hap, married again. God bless her 1 

Rip. Thou'lt do no wi’ him, there's a devil’s flare in his 
eyes; best let him bide. 

Dan, Ay, best lot him bide. Pm a poor thing oi' skin and 
bone; and this here arm, which made light of a forty-pound 
hammer four years since, is but a soft-roed thing now; but 
when muscle went out, devil come in; steer clear o’ ilie, oud 
let me bide. 

Mar. Thou’rt sadly changed: it's fearsome to see a.good 
honest, hearty soul changed into the white-faced ghost of what 
he was. Time was when every beggar had the pulling ol thy 
poor purse-strings, and none were turned empty away from the 
door. To think that Jonas Marple should have earned the 
name of miser I 

Dan, Does it seem so strange to thee? Hast thou e'er 
known what it is to set thy heart night and day on one object, 
to dream of it, steepin' and wakin', to find the hope of it 
flavouring thy meat and drink, and weavin’ itself so into thy 
life that every thought o* thy brain is born of it, and every 
deed o' thy hand has some bearin' on it? And havin' done 
all this, and so fashioned, and twisted, and turned, a. d trimmed 
the chances at thy hand that the one hope of thy soul shall 
be helped on by it, hast thou known what it is to find, at one 
bitter, black blow, thy h^ made hopeless, thy love loveless, 
thy life lifeless? So did 1 hope and pray to be blessed with a 
little child—so was my hope withered when 1 thought it sure 
of fulfilment. 1 had a store of love in my battered heart to set 
on some one thing of my cnaJting; it was th^re fur that end, 
and for none other. When she left me (curM him!) I knew, 
for certain, that one thing would never be of flesh and blood, 
and it never will, for the love of my heart is given over to the 
lext best thing—gold and silver, gold and silver. Ay, brother, 

[ love my ^Id as other men love their bairns; it's of my 
making, and I love it, I love it I A mean and sordid love, may- 
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be, but baid, and bad, and base aa thou thinkest VM, Pva 
prayed a thousand times that my gold mi|$ht take a living 
form, that the one harmless old hope of my wrecked life might 
come true. 

Mar. The age of miracles is past, Jonas. Well, Tve said my 
say and done my do. Stay where thou art, and Heaven forgive 
thee, Jonas Mnrple. 

Dan. (sfernlff). He’s dead I 

Mar. (warmly). He is; dead to the call of reason, dead to 
the voice of human love, dead to everything that marks a 
reasoning man off from the beasts that perish. Thou hast well 
said, Jonas Marple is dead—rest his soul 1 

Dan. Amen I Now go. 

[mabple, afier a patue, ^ruga hia t^oiddera, and exit 
with Riplet. 

Dan. Ay, he’s dead, dead, dead I He died then, that the 
blackest devil that ever cursed this earth might put her right 
with the world. Heaven send he has done so 1 And the bairn! 
It was promieed to me,—promised, but the promise was a 
lie, a damned black lie—not hers, no, no I not hers, but 
the double-dyed devil who stole her from me. (Opens a hole 
in the floor in front of aiool^ and tdkea out a hag vf money.) 
This is my bairn now (flandling the money); see, here’s 
another day to thy life, another inch to thy height; grow 
as thou growest, child, and thou’lt be a golden beauty ere 
long. Odd, the best thing in the world; “as good as gold,’’ 
—why, it’s a saying; the best thing on earth to make a bairn 
of 1 Hore’s a child that’ll never grow up to bring sorrow on its 
dad’s head,jthat costs nowt to keep, and never grows so big but 
you widi it bigger—my bairn 1 I’ve worked for thee and 
starved for thee that I might see thee grow, and thou hast 
growed,^wed right royally! Lie here, my beauty, lie there in 
peace; I’ll never wake thee but to add to thy life, my bairn, 
vy beautiful goMen bairn I 

\Tha €^r is audderdy hurat open, and Sir Jasper Combe 
entera hurriedly, follow^ Reuben aa \f pursued. 

They are hath very raggm and dirty, dressed in 
tom and fedtd Royalist un^orma; Sir Jasper, an 
oflicer, Reuben, a sergeant, Reuben carries a child 
if three or four years f age, torapfied in a dook, 
so as not to be seen by Dan’l. They dose (he door 
hurriedly, and listen for (heir pursuers, Reuben 
places child on locker. 

Jus. At last! safe at last from the yelping bloodboiindal 
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By the Lord Harry, but of many bouts with death this is the 
bout that had like to have gone hardest with us, Beuben 1 

Ban, Who and what are ye, jail-birds? 

Beu, Hark, sirl I think 1 bear them again 1 {Liatening 
eagerly.) 

Dan, (^my hudly). Who and what are ye ? (Going up to 
them,) 

Job. QiAenii^), Hold thy fool's tongue, or 111 slit it I 

Dan, But- 

Beu, (j^adng Jtia hand over Dan'l's mouth). Nay, it is 
necessary that some one hold thy tongue, and if thou wilt not 
doit, I must I 

Jaa, Listen to me, my friend 1 (Reuben removea^hia hand 
from Dan’l'b motdh. He again attempta to Reuben 

ougain gaga him.) Nay, cover him up. fie will hear the better 
for that he cannot give tongue the while. Now, keep thine 
ears open, for this concerns thee: We are proscribed Royalists, 
and you, miserable man, have harboured us, Heaven help you 
and, if we are taken here, I, and he, and thou will surely 
hang—I and he for our sins against the Parliament, thou—for 
thy virtue in aiding, abetting, aud comforting us. I>0Bt^ou 
clearly understand me ? ' 

Reu, (wUh hia hand atiU over Dan’l’b mouth). Dost thou 
clearly understand the Colonel ? (Dan'l cannot anaioer, 
Reuben repeata hia question loudly and angrily.) Dost thou 
clearly understand the Colonel ? 

Jaa, (to Reuben). When thou desircst him to be silent it is 
well to gag him; when thou wouldst have him speak it 
is judicious to remove the gag! 

Beu. As you will, sir. Now then (removing hia hand)^ dost 
thou clearly understend ? 

Dan. (loudly). I clearly understand that ye are two 
marauding devils, who- 

Beu, (hastily (dapping hia hand over Dan'l'b mouth). He 
does not understand. 

Jaa. (}iatmii^). They've wheeled about, and their hoofs are 
dying away in the distance. Reuben, let the old beggar go; 
he may give tongue now till he split his lungs,,if he will. We 
are sale, at least for the present, Reuben; and see to thy pistol 
—we may have to stand a uege yet, and this door must be 
barricaded; but with what? 

Dan. (taJnng up an iron har from Hhe fireplace and holding 
B in a ^reatening attitude). Go your ways, both of ye; or as 
I am a man 111 brain ye with this bar I 
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/os. The very thing I (Wrenchta it easQy out of hU hand 
and harricadea the door with it, while Keudbn ahowa Dan*l 
a piaiol.) There! why, it’s made for it I A thousand thanks, 
old gentleman. (Dan'l recovers hima^,fliaa at Jabpeb, who 
pttahea him away; he/alia 9a to a atooh) Now, master, listen 
to me, and if you have any respect for yourself, keep your ears 
open, for I’m speaking words of life and death. We are 
desperate men in a desperate strait, and little disposed to stand 
on ceremony, as you may perhaps have remarked. 'We are 
flying for our lives, and we desire to cross to France, where my 
lady is, and where we shall be safe. To carry out this design 
we have worked onr way to the coast, sleeping under hedges 
and rick^ for six bleak days, and tramping in the wind’s eye 
for six stormy nights, till the fire of life seems to have died out 
of our bodies, and our legs to have withered from their trunks. 
You have a stout boat on the beach; when this accursed gale 
sliall Bavo blown itself out you shall have the distinction ot 
working us across to the opposite coast. In the mean time 
we apix>int you our host, and we shall be prepared to look 
fovourably on whatever meat or drink you can set before us. 
Ikm, Do I look like a man who keeps open house ? 

Jaa, No, hang me if you da 

Dan. If I had my way, I’d hang you, anyhow. 

Jaa, Ay, and there’s many more of your way of thinking. 
Dan. I'll be sworn there are. Well, get out 0 ’ my hut 
(rises); this is not your way; this is not the road to the gallows. 
Jteu, My good fellow, that’s why we took it i 
Dan. Who, in the devil's name, are ye? 

Jaa. I’m* a cavalier colonel, a trine out of repair, and a 
thought begrimed, maybe, but that’ll wash oif. Eoyalist to the 
backbone, as ( proved some time since at Worcester, where my 
backbone had to bear the brunt of the flight I This is my re¬ 
giment, the King’s Dragoons (indicating Rbubes). Come, 
loff thy hat, King’s Dragoons, and salute the gentleman; the 
iredit of the corps is in thy keeping, Reuben, for thouH idl 
t^t’s left of it 1 (To Dam'l.) A worthy fellow, this regiment of 
mine, but somewhat shy and constrained in good company, but 
he will improve yvhen he sees that flask of ^hiedam that thou 
art about to surprise us with. Now, tell me, art thou for the 
Ftoliament? 

Dm. Na 

Jaa, Then thou art for the king ? 

Dan. Itli a lie 1 Fm for myaelt 
Joi, Andfor uii 
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Dan, Nay, 1*11 be damned if I am I 

Jas, Nay, I'll swear thou'rt for us if tbou be not tndtor 
to thyself; for if we hang at all we all hang ti^ether. Til see 
to that. Now, what food have you got ? 

Dan, None (sulkily), 

Jaa, What can you get ? 

Dm, Nothing. 

Jaa, Where are we then? 

Dan.’Nowhere. 

Job, Harkee, sir, I'm just in that mood that I don't care the 
flash of a flint whose life is swept out of my way when it comes 
I ctwizt me and my wants. 1 want food^get it. 

Dan, I've no food—1 ms beggar. i, 

Jos. Here’s a coin-—our last—go and get bread, meat, and 
drink. Now be off, or Keuben here shall whip you with his 
sword-flat till he drops. (Reuben draws,) And, mark me, if 
by deed, word, or sign you do aught to give a clue to our hiding- 
place, ni bum the hut to the ground, and eyerything in it. 

Dan. But— (Reuben jmsAes him.) 

Jaa. Not a word. Be off, and do your errand—^and mind, no 
treachery, or—— (Jaspeb takes a burning log from thaj/ire, 
and kol^ it immediately over ihs hds where DanVs money it 
empaled, Dan'l snaU^ it from Atm.) 

Dan, Put that down, put that down, for the love of Heaven 
—put it down, I say, you’ll have the hut afire—and I’ll see 
what I can do, I’ll see what I can do. 

[Dan'l throws log on fire and exit, 

Jas. Whew! I’ve brought the old devil to his senses. What 
a life this is 1 Was ever poor dog so hounded about from pillar 
to post as Jasper Combe ? and for no better reason than that he 
is a gentleman, and loves his king ! 

Reu. Pardon,^sir, but 1 never was accounted a gentleman, 
and for my king I care not one jot, yet am 1 hounded much 
as you are. 

Jaa, Thou art hounded much as 1 am because thou thyself 
art as I am, though in a lower degree. King Charles is my 
king (raises hat )—God bless him I—and I serve him, and am 
huntM for so doing. Jasper Combe is fAy king (Reuben raises 
Aaf)-t>God bless him likewise I—and thou servest him, and thou 
art hunted for so doing. The analogy is complete. thou as 
faithful to thy king as I am to mine, and thy king will reward 
thee—when my king rewards me 1 Is the child safe ? 

Reu, (mewering ihe chUd, and hinging it down). Ay, sir, 
thanks to my cloak; thou^ Ifn but a sorry dry-nurse^ having 
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taken to it late in life; but it's never too late to learn, and Fve 
learnt this, that babes won't eat ship's biscuits, and strong 
waters choke them. Their poor little heads can't stand strong 
waters. I’ll marry some day on that piece of knowledge. 

Jos. Add this to it, to m>*dower—that when thou art flying 
for thy life it's best to leave thy babes behind. A dozen times 
we might have got away but fur being hampered with this 
squalling abomination. Was ever officer of cavalry accursed 
with such a ridiculous element of peril ? 

Reu, Was ever sergeant of horse armed with such a mischief* 
dealing implement ? 

Jos. Well, there’s no help for it. My lady would have gone 
mad hadfl returned to her without it. She is devotedly at¬ 
tached to the child. 

Reu, Strange that attachment of some mothers for their 
children. My mother always disliked me and kept me at a 
convenient distance; but ms was a Scotchwoman and not 
liable to be imposed on. 

Jas. Well, we must make the best of a bod job. Whew 1 
How cold it is. Pm chilled to the marrow of my bones. That 
fellow is taking his leisure over his errand; see, Reuben, if 
thou canst find aught in the hut. 

Rm, Here’s a locker, your honour, but close fastened. 

t/oa A proof that there’s something in it. Start it with thy 
sword. Stay, Pll do it {takes up hatdiet) ; so, gently {opens 
locker). Good, a crust of bread and some dried fish. 

Btu. And a bottle of right good Schiedam, that never paid 
duty. I’ll be sv/orn. 

Jcu, {taking it). And on that account furly forfeit to the 
Crown, which, on this occaaon, I represent. So, bring an 
armful of those logs and make a merry blaze, for I ache as 
though I were trussed in a suit of thumbscrews. (Reuben 
drings wood.) That’s well; ha! hal Now let us enjoy 
ourselves, who would have thought the dingy old mg- 
stye had so much life in itl It's the first good blaze I've 
seen tdnee the long-nosed devils fired the old mill we lived in. 
Gome, we’ll be jolly. (Reuben takes a piece cf bread, Jasfeb 
snatch it fiiw\ him,) Nay, of food there’s but enough for one 
(jAgPEB eats; Reuben takes up hoUle and holds it to the l^ht, 
Jabfeb snatches it from him), and of Schiedam there's not 
nearly enough for one. Why, thou gross and sensuous variety 
oanst thou not be jolly without meat and drink ? *Tis always 
so with the basebmn; of intellectual recreation they have no 
aolioii whatever. 
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JReu. I’ve eaten nothing for two days, and I’m hungry. 

Jos. Thou’lt have to wait till the old scoundrel returns. 
lieu, (at door). There’s no signs of him yet. 

Jos. Then give reins to thy voice and hail him. He took 
the road to the left. (Exit Reubisk shouting—his voice dies 
away in the distance.) Here’s a plight for the Lord of Combe* 
Raven! Stripped of an ancestral mansion and two thousand 
old acres; hunted to his death by broad-brimmed bloodhounds 
—separated from his pretty wife by some two hundred miles of 
barren land and stormy water, and saddled with a confounded 
brat that hampers his flight, let him turn whithersoever he 
will I And say that 1 cross this accursed Channel—how am I 
to get to Paris—pennil ^s as I am ? When 1 thinly of what 
I have before me, Pm minded to make short work with this 
world, and try another! By the Lord Harry!— (stamps im¬ 
patiently; his foot starts a hoard over Dae’l’s hoard.) Hal 
Why, what’s this ? Not gold? (Takes out some.) Gold—and 
in profusion 1 Here’s a way out of our difticulties, if Combe* 
Raven were but the man to take it. The old miser I (Handling 
Bw money.) Bah—in another week’s time we may, perhaps, 
come down to this sort of thing—who knows ? But not 
no, not yet. (Throws it into hole.) Lie there—I’ll not meddle 
with thee, though (dosing hole) thou’lt bo spent on a worse 
errand thsm helping Jasper Comte to his wife and his king, I’ll 
be sworn. 

Enter Reuben in breathless haste. Jasfeb quickly 
covers the hole, 

Jteu, Yes, sir—we must fly—and that at once. 

Jos. What d’ye mean? 

Seu. I mean treachery—the old man has played us false !— 
1 hoar the horses^ hoofs in the distance *— 

Jos. A thousand devils wring his damnable ueck! Run to 
the boat—get her ready for the sea. I’ll join thee at once and 
we’ll launch her together. 

Ecu. But—- 

Jas. Well? 

Eesi. If there’s such a thing as a crust of btead, or the tail 
of a dned mackerel- 

Jas, But there’s not—^te off. (He wakhes him out, then 
guukiy turns to the hole in which the money is concealed.) So 
—this changes the aspect of affairs. Old fool, thou hast 
teUayed us, and is fair plunder. (Takes it out qf the hole,) 
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With fait luck we may beat across to France to-night, and 
once there we are safe. But the child—again a clog on our 
movements I She would surely perish in an open boat on such 
a night as this. It’s a matter of life and death—Aer life as 
well as mine. It would be%iurder to take her to sea with us, 
and it would be murder to remain and fight these fellows with 
her in our arms. There is no help for it—I must leave her 
here—this locket will serve to identify her (putting a 
and chain on her neck )—and I’ll reclaim her when 1 get across. 
They’ll never harm a child i 

Enter Bbdbiv hurriedly, 

Reu, Sir, sir, the troops are upon ua—thqr’re not two 
hundred yards off— 

i/as.«l’m coming. (Exit Bedsev. Jaspeb loritea on a piece 
of paper, and pine it on the chiUTe dreae,) So—lie thou there, 
and God help thee, little one. I’m loth to leave thee, but it’s 
for life and death—for life and death t 

[Jaspeb leaps through the window as Dan’l and a 
Sei^cant, with four Soldiers, tn Parliamentary 
uniform, enter at the door, 

Dan, (eees Maze of log fire). Fire! fire 1 He has fired the hut 
•—he has fired the hut! 

8er, Nay, fool, ’tis but thy blazing hearth; thy hut’s safe 
enough. Where are thy prisoners? 

Dan, Oh, the reckless prodigal I see how he hath wasted my 
substance!, 

Ber, There are no men hidden here. The sons of Belial 
have escaped. Why, thou hast betrayed us; and if so, thou 
shalt hang for it. (2Rd Soldier mounts ladder to get into loft.) 

Dan, They were here, but the noise of thy horscti’ hoofs has 
alarmed them, and they are gone. 1 warned thee to tether thy 
beasts afar, and proceed silently. 

Isf Sol. See, they are putting off from the beach. (2nd 
Soldier descends ladaer and makes ready to fire.) 

Dan, My boat, oh, my boat! 

Ser, Bring d<fWn the Philistines, Nahum; a steady shot 
under the fifth rib, and may the Lord have mercy on them 1 

1st Sol, 1 will even smite them hip and thigh. (He fires 
through tfte window,) Missed 1 (Omers fire outside,) Nay, 
they’re beyond range. May Heaven mercifully overwhelm 
them in the great waters 1 
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Ban, (mm ltde in fioor). Gone, gone 1 Sei^cant, see; they 
ate gone—they were hidden in here—and they're gone I 
&r. In there ? Nay, there’s never room for two stout men 
in that cranny. 

Ban, Men ? Oorse the meni It’s my gold—^my gold I 
they've stolen it; they've robbed me I Sixty golden pounds! 
all I had—all 1 had! and it’s gone! My chSd! my child! 
they've stolen my child! ( Weeps passionately on his mees,) 
Ser, Nay, man, see, thy child's safe enough, and a bonny 
lass she be. {Taking up ehUd from behind table.') 

Ban, (mising his heM stujndly). Eh? Why, what's that? 
Ser, l^y child! Come, man, be thyself; the child's safe 
enough. (Places ehdd on ground.) % 

8d, He*s craised 1 

Ban, {stupefied). That’s not mine. My gold is my child/ 
The gold that the infernal villains have taken 1 
Ser, Here's a paper, and some words writ on it. 

Ban. Bead—^read—I cannot read. 

Ser, {reads), '* Be kind to the child, and it shall profit thee. 
Grieve not for thy gold—it hath taken this form.” [Musk, 
Ban. (on hU knees taking the child). A miracle, a zifiTacle! 
Down on your knees, down, I say, for Heaven has worked a 
miracle to save me. This money, for which I toiled night and 
day, and which I loved and worshipped, was to me as a child— 
a near dear child. I prayed that this might be, but scoffers 
mocked me when I prayed, and smd that the days of miracles 
were passed. But they lied, for my prayer has b^n hearkened 
to. 1^, it has her eyes, her eyes, my darling, my darling 1 
My Heaven-sent bairn, thou hast brought me back to reason, to 
manhood, to life! (TAe Soldiers eroted rouncf Atm. Isf Soldier 
offers to touch the child.) Hands off, hands off! {AUfaU back.) 
Touch not the Lord’s gift! touch not the Lord's gift 1 

[TaBLEAU. Dan’l —the child on the ground before him-^ 
soldiers grouped around. 
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Scene.— 27^ inUrior of a pictwresqw aid forge. The forge ie 
open^ at the hack, ond Deuce's oottojge ie eeen through 
opening. There is a ^th off. Dan'l Deuce, a h^rtg- 
looHng old man of ernty-four, is discovered haoimering 
lustily at a piece qf red-hot iron on his anvtL 

Dan, (laying down his hammer). Whew! That job’s done! 
Eh, but I’m that breathed, surelie. Why, Dan’L Dnice, il 
thou*r.t worked out like this at twelve o’ noon, it’s time ye 
thought of getting a partner into the old forge. But somehow 
the forge fire seems to stiike hotter than o’ yore; and the iron 
of to-day takes more hammerin' than the iron o* thirty year 
ago. Mebbe I’m growin’ old. Well, a body can’t h(^ to live 
sixty-four year, and leave off a young un arter all. 'Twouldn’t 
be fur on the boys—no, nor the gals neither—eh, Dorothy ? 


Enter Dobotht running. 

Dor, Oh, father, thou shouldst see the Green, by Baby’s 
End. The village is brave with banners and garlands. 1 have 
helped to deck it, father. And Master Maynard, the constable^ 
is mounted on an ale cask to receive Sir Jasper Combe, who 
should rasson his way to Oombe-Baven in half an hour; and 
the bana of music hath arrived from Norwich, and they*re all 
on ale casks too; and they are to play stirring music while the 
constable readetb an address to his worship! 

Dan, It is a merciful provision, Dorothy, lest the address 
be heard. 8o Sfr Jasper be here in half an hour, eh ? 

Dor, Yes, and I long to see him. I have heard that he is a 

S ave gentleman of goodly presence, and beyond measure kindly. 

e is a righteous landlord, too, so folk say, and giveth large^ 
to the poor. , 

Xkm, He is needed in these parts, for the poor were sorelj 
ns^ by the late squire. I idiall be right glad to welcome him, 
but (wearily) HI not go to Baby’s Ena to do it* (Sits eA 
tfoof.) 

Dor, Art thou wearied, father? 

Dan, Growin’ old, lass, growin’ did. Iff om ef thoaa hliit* 
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ings that alien cornea to him that waits long enough. But I 
don’t grumble, Dorothy. If old age will leave me strength 
enough to pull at a jape and empty a tankard—two things 
thou canat not do for me, Dorothy—why, that’s all I ask. Hy 
lass can do the rest. * 

Dor. As 1 have been to thee so will 1 be to the end. 

Don. There’s no saying, Dorothy. Thou’rt comely, lass, and 
mebbe, ere long, some smart young lad will whip thee from my 
arms, and carry thee away to t’other side o’ the sunrise. There’s 
mor’n one within a mile o’ this who’d give his right arm to do 
it now. 

Dor. Nay, thou art unkind. Did I not tend thee when thou 
wast hale and strong, and shall I desert thee now »that thou 
hast most need of me ? 

Don. {with emotion). My lass, Heaven knows I never needed 
thee more than when thou wast left at my hut fourteen year 
since. But I’re news to gladden thee—^thine old playmate, 
Geoffrey Wynyard, is returned from sea, and is now on ms road 
from Norwich to see thee. 

Dor. Geoffrey returned ? Oh, I am right glad! Ob, indeed, 
father, I am right glad I Truly thou has brought me faii*news. 
And is he well—and hath he prospered? 

Dan. Ay, and growed out v knowledge. He was but a long- 
legged lad when he left, but he’s a man now, and a goodly one, 
I warrant thee. See to him when he cometh, for he’ll bide 
here wi’ us. (After a pauae,) My darlin’—thou’lt never leavf 
me? 

Dor. Never, while I live I 

Dan. God bless thee, my child 1 \Kiwe her and exit, 

Bor, Geoffrey returned! and Geofirey a stalwart mariner, 
and grown to man’s estate 1 I can scarce belie\e it 1 Of a 
truth I could weep for very joy! 1 was but a child when he 
left, and now—I am seventeen I Geoffrey loyed chihlren/—it 
may be that be will be displeased with me now that 1 am a 
woman. I am rejoiced that I am decked in my new gown— 
it is more seemly than the russet, in which, methinks, 1 did 
look pale. Geoffrey a man 1—my old playmate a manl 
Pity that I have not my now shoes, for theyiare comely; but 
they do compress my feet, and so pain me sordy. Neverthe¬ 
less, I will put them on, for it behoveth a maiden to be neatl|y 
appiurelled at all seasons. 
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EnUir GBonrsKT. 

Ge^. Mistress Dorothy I 

Dor. (tvmtno—tAo starts), Geoffrey I Oh, Geoffrey 1 
rushes towards him,) 

Qsof, Mistress Dorothy, I am right glad to hold thy little 
hand once more. 1 have had this moment in view for many, 
many months! 

Dor, And I too, Master Geoffrey ;-Hind oh, I am indeed 
rejoiced I 

Oeof. Bow thou art grown 1 A woman! By my right hand, 
a very woman I 

Dor, Tes, Master Geoffrey, I am a woman now! 

And a fair one, Mistress Dorothy! {She turns.) Nay, 
*tis but truth; and truth is made to he told. May I not say 
that thou art fair ? 

Dor. Yes, Master Geoffrey, if thou thinkest so in good sooth. 

Oeof. In good sooth I do 1 It is strange to be l»ck in the 
old village again, after three years of blue water. And yet it 
seems but yestei^y that we tossed hay together in the five- 
acre field. 

Dor, 1 think the time must speed more swiftly with those 
who seek their fortunes in distant lands, for though 1 have 
been happy and full of content, yet it seemeth more than three 
years rince thy departure. 

(hqf. Yet l^rely three years have gone. 

Dor, {sighing). It seemeth more. 

Oeof, The time hath sped with me despite the long night 
watches and the never-ending days of a calm tropical sea; for 
no hour is so long but that 1 can fill it with thoughts of thee, 
Mistress Dorothy. 

Dor. I am r^oieed to know this, for my mind has often 
dwelt on thy fortunes. Many a time, when the old forge 
rocked in the wintry gale, my heart has been sad for the^ and 
I have lain awake weeping and praying for—for~— 

Oeof, Formed 

Dor, For all who go down to the sea in ships. 

Oeof. In truth, if the sea had no other charm I would be a 
sailor, that I might have thy prayers. Mistress Dorothy. 

Dot, Kay, but if it oonsistra with thy duty to abandon thy 
perilous oglling, and bide here with us for ever, my poor prayers 
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would still be thine, Master Geoffrey. But thou lovest the sea. 

Qtof, All sailors love the sea. 

Bw, It is strange, for the sea is cold and cruel and fierce, 
and many brave men are yearly st/allowed up of it 

Qtof, Dorothy, I love the sea dearly. There is but one love 
that is stronger in my heart—one love for which I would yield 
it up for ever and ever. Dear Dorothy, I have loved thee, 
boy and man, for ten years past; and 1 shall love thee, come 
what may, through my life. 1 came here to-day to tell thee 
this. I thought how to say it, but all that I thought of is 
gone^it’s my heart that’s speaking now and not my tongue. 
Bear with me, Dorothy, for every hope of ray jjfe—every 
waking and sleeping dream of ten years past^is in the words 
I’m speaking now. 

Dor. Oh, Geoffrey—Geoffrey! I know not what to say I 

Fear not for thy father, for 1 will quit the s^ 6ir 
Jasper has offered to make me his secretary, and that is why I 
have come. But say nay, and I must needs go to sea again. 

Dor. Oh, Geoffrey^let me think—let me think! Do I 
love thee? I cannot say. It may be that I do—andayet— 
thou must not go to seal Oh, I have given no thought to it. 
Truly thou art dear to me, for 1 am rejoiced when thou comest, 
and I am sorely grieved when thou goest. Is that love? 

Qwf, Dorothy, let us inquire into this. 

Dor. Bight willingly, for if 1 love thee I would fain know it, 
that I might gladden thine heart by telling thee so. 

Qwf, Then attend to me, sweetheart, while I paint a picture 
for thee. We will suppose that 1 have given up the sea—that 
I have bought a little ikrm near at hand, and that 1 have come 
to live here, close to thee and thy father, for tha rest of ray 
life. Canst thqu see the picture I am painting? 

Dor. Ay. It is a pleasant picture. 

Qwf, Living here, dose to thee, I naturally see thee very 
often. 

Dor. (MsofstQ. Every day ? 

Twice—maybe thrice—a day—^for my horses need 
much toeing, and 1 always bring them to 1||ie forge myself. 
Is that peasant? 

Dor. very pleasant. And on Sabbath thou takest me to 
church? 

Qtiaf, Ay, save onlv when some other village mllant is 
beforehand with me and offers to escort thee thither, and in such 
case I am fain to take Farmer Such-O'One’a daughter Instead. 
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2)or. Naj, that were needless, for I would have no other 
escort than thou. 

Qtof* Yet it behoves one to be neighbourly, and if Farmer 
Such-a-one says to me, “ Come and see Susan, for she’s lonely 
and wants cheering —i • 

Dor. Susan? 

Qwf, That’s the farmer’s daughter. 

Dor. Is she fair ? 

Qeof. Very fair. What then ? 

Dor. Why, then, thou wouldst not gou 

(hnf, (tHyly). And wherefore not? 

Dor. Wherefore not? Oh, well, wherefore not indeed 1 
Go to Susan if thou wilt, Geoffrey. It is not foi me to hinder 
thee! 

Qeof. Well, then, I would not go. And so we live on—happy 
—very, very happy, for, say a year. But a change is at hand. 
My cro^ fail, my cattle die, and one evil night my homestead 
is burnt to the ground, and I am penniless I 

Dor. Oh! 

Oeof, So there is nothing for it but to go to sea again, for 
three long years! 

Dor. No, no, Geoffrey—oh no! 

Chof, The time of parting draws near—a few weeks—a few 
days—a few hours. These few hours we have passed in silence, 
sitting hand in hand, thou and I. There are tears in my eyes, 
though I strive to check them, and there are sad thoughts in 
thine heart, also. Well, at last the horse is at the door, and it 
is time to go. 1 am at thy porch—one foot in stirrup—one 
hurried “ God-speed "—and—I am gone! 

Dor. Oh no, no, Geoffrey. I cannot bear it 

Qoof, Months pass by and no news of me. The village 
seems blank at first without me, the walks to church seem long 
and lonely, and the evenings sad and cheerless. At last come 
tidings of a wrecked ship—thine heart beats quickly, for the 
name of the ship is the name of mine. Of all the crew but 
one man is saved, and that man’s name—is not Geoffrey 
Wynyard—for Geoffrey has gone down to his death in the dark 
waters. 

Dor. (riting—throwing her arms round him). No, no, Geof¬ 
frey, be silent I cannot bear it—cannot b^ it—1 cannot 
bear it; have mercy, for I cannot bear it I 

Geof, And dost thou love me ? 

Dor. (hatif^vllyt hiding her head in hit hotom). Oh, Oeofireyl 
(Paws.) 
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G«of, Art thou happy there, Dorothy? 

Dor. Passing happy! And thou? 

Qtof, Passing happy. {He ploAa a ling m htr finger^ 

Dor, Oh, Geoffrey, what is this? 

Qwf. A ring that 1 have brought thee from Venice, where 
there are cunning workers in such matters. Let it stay there 
in earnest of another ring of plainer workmanship that ia not 
beyond the craft of our English goldsmiths to fashion. 

Dor. But I know not if I may wear it. It is a vanity—^but 
it is very beautiful. See how it shineth! Oh, pity that I may 
not wear it, for in truth it is very beautiful. 

Oeof. Thou hast a silver chain with thy mothers locket on 
thy neck. Wear it on thy chain. Will it be a vanity if it is 
^ncealed beneath thy kerchief? 

Dor. Nay; for none will know of it. {Withdram a silver 
locket from her bosom). See, the clasp will not hold them both. 
Stay 1 the locket shall be thine, and thy ring shall take its 
place. {Deiaches locket and gives it to him. He kisses her.) 

JSnUr Dan'l Deuce. They stand confiued, 

Dan, {after a pause, sighs deeply). Tell me all about it, my 
pretty. 

Oeof. Master Danl—I— 

Dan. No, lad—^no—^not from thee. I*d liefer hear it from 
my pretty. 

Dor. {going to him and putting her arms round his neck). 
Dear father, Geoffrey hath told me that ho loveth me, and 
would fain take me to be his wif e - — *- ' 

Don, Ay, ay, lass—go on— 

Dor. He bveth me very dearly, father, and will quit the sea 
to bide with us here. 

Don. Go on- 

Dor. He loveth me so dearly that it would sadden his life if 
1 were to wed with another. 

ibn. Well? 

Dor. So, dear father, as I would not cause him sorrow I will 
not wed with another. {Hiding her face on his shoulder^ 

Dan. So soon I so soon 1 Nay, hang there a bit longer, my 
lass; for thou’rt all 1 have, and thou^ going from me ower 
soon, and of thine own free will. Dorothy, Dorothy, the 
hope and stay of my poor old lifel mv saving angel! my saving 
angel 1 It's hard to part with thee, Dorothv. He will not lore 
thee as I love thee. {Wifh an effort.) rm but a thankless 
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man. It was to be, and ’twould better fit me to rejoice that 
thou bast found a brave and honest man to tend thee when 
I am gone. Get thee within, and dry thine eyes. I'll do thy 
weeping for thee, Dorothy 1 J^Exit DonoTUT into <Ac cottage.) 
It's come sudden, my lad, it’s come sudden, and I doan’t rightly 
huow how to shift wi’out her. She’s been more than life to 
me, Dolly has. I was a hard and bitter man when she was 
left with me fourteen year since,—for I’d been cruelly warped— 
cruelly warped. But when things are at their worst, like as not 
they’ll mend; and from the time my darling was sent to me 
(by a miracle as I then thought, for I’d been brought up ’mong 
folk as see a miracle in ’most everything) a change crop* over 
me, and fait by hit my cruel old heart g rowed soft again. I was 
a foul-tongued fellow then, but 1 couldna swear afore an angel 
come' straight from heaven. I was cruel and hard, but [ 
coiildn# sit glowerin’ at mankind wi’ her little arms round mv 
neck, and her soft cheek agin’ roy wicked old face. Then it 
come about that Dolly must be taught her Bible; but I’d no 
Bible—so, wi’ a shamefaced lie on my tongue, I borrowed a 
good hook, and we spelt it out together. And many’s the time 
as the old half-forgotten words come back to me, bit by bit, 
and 1 called to mind when I’d first learnt ’em as a child. I laiil 
my head down on the book, and wept like a woman. And as 
it was for me (God help me!) to teach her right from wrong, 
1 learnt as I taught, and the Light come to us together—the 
old man and the little child—and as she growed in knowledge, 
my right self growed in strength—and such as I am—^halc, 
hearty, and happy—livin’ by the sweat o’ my brow—owin’ no 
man, fearin' none, and lovin’ all, why she has made me, God 
bless her! 

Geof. And thou hast never seen her father since? 

Dan. No ; though for years I never passed a strange face but 
I peered into it—for I kiiowed every line o’ his, though I never 
liecrd his name. Knowed it I Why, it burnt in my eyeballs, 
BO that I see it in the dark I I seed it everywhere—I seed it 
in the forgo, and bo sure I raked it cut!—I seed it red-hot on my 
anvil, and be sure 1 hammered with a will I After a while 
(but it was a wenry while!) the thought come that mayh^ he 
had perished in the gale, so I thought less about it; and Dolly 
seemed more like my own. Yet the old fear comes hack, odd 
times, and, oh, Geoffrey, it’s enough shell be taken from 
me yet. 


II. 
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Enter Dobotht /rom cottage, 

Bor, Oh, father, a gentleman, whose horse hath east a shoe, 
hath need of thy services in the yaM. 

Dan. A gentleman, eh? 

Dor. It is Master Reuben Haines, Sir Jasper’s hailiff. He 
}>a8sed this way twice before to prepare for Sir Jasper’s arrival; 
but that was when thou wast away at Norwich. 

Dan, And what manner of man is he ? 

Dor. A strange man, full of unmeaning jests, who maketh 
faces at me which doth fright me much, and he rolleth his eyes 
in a manner fearful to tiehold. 

Dan. A town fashion, Dolly, who knows? Ha! ha! Take 
no heed of his faces. Make him welcome, for there’s no fore- 
seeiu’; it may serve us, one day, to stand well with the bailiff 1 
Gome, Geoffrey, and lend mo a hand. I’ll see to his horse. 

[Geoffrey kissee Dobotht and exit with DAlii’u 


Enter Reuben in riding drm,fr(m cottage, 

lUti. Good morrow, pretty Mistress Dorothy! We have not 
forgotten one another, 1 see I And how has time sped with 
thee since 1 saw thee last ? Has it crept, crawled, drawled, 
dragged, and dawdled for lack of a certain merry old man who 
whiled away a certain half-hour with thee two months since 
with curious quip, quaint retort, and surprising conundrum ? 
Dost thou remember that half-hour, Dorothy ? I do. In the 
course of it I said many rare things to thee, complimentary and 
insinuating things of amatory signiiicance and a>anubial im¬ 
port, neatly disguised, or, as one may say, embalmed, in an 
outer husk of delicate epigram. And thou didst listen! Ye 
gods I how thou didst listen 1 1 love a good listener. 

Dor, Sir, 1 do indeed remember your coming; but as for 
your sayings, I was silent, for 1 understood them not. la—is 
Sir Jasper at hand? 


EnUt Dan*l Dbuoe, tmoiserved, at lack, 

Eta, He will be hero anon. Some village clowns are plaguing 
him with an address—a scurvy long one, and writ^ in very falser 
jingle^ J beard the first lines tjhereof; it began: ' 
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** Bir Jasper Combe, to welcome 7011 
We do as much as we can do: 

Here live and die—to House and Tomb 
We welcome you, Sir Jasper Combe! ** 

It did so move me to lau^ter that Sir Jasper, who hath no 
sense of the ridiculous, did order me to ride on. But I doubt 
not that even he is laughing heartily thereat, by this time 1 

Dan, {who has heaaa tlw last few lines). Nay, sir, but if Sir 
Jasper deserve all that men say of him, he will scarcely hold in 
scorn that which poor humble folks have writ in his praise. 

Jteu, (to Dorothy). Who is this old gentleman? 

Dan, 1 am Dau’l Druce,—^no gentleman, but a hard-working 
blacksmith, very much at your honour’s service. (Looking at 
him.) 1 was away when you last come to the village, yet 1 
think I’ve seen your hohoi^s f^. 

JReu, It is very like. It is a striking face. 1 don’t like it 
mysellr, but others do, so 1 yield to the majority. It is a good 
face. 

Dan, I cannot recall where I have seen it. 

Reu. It signifieth not—thou wilt have plenty of time to 
study it,—for thou wilt see it every quarter-day whilst thou 
livest. Despite its inherent goodliness, it will come to be a face 
of evil signincance to thee, speaking, as it will, of raised rents, 
rapid distraint, and uncompromising ejection 1 

Dan, JL'm a punctual tenant, sir, and I fear no man. 
Dorothy, draw this gentleman some ale while I look to bis 
horse. [Exit. 

Rea, And take thy time, for we are very well thus, eh, 
Dorothy? •(Dorothy going.) Nay, do not go. Never heed the 
ale. I’d rather take a long look at thy pretty face than a long 
pull at thy village brew. The one is sweet, I know—the other 
IS sour, ril swear. Come hither, Dorothy. 

Dor, Nay, sir, I- 

Reu, I have news to tell thee, Dorothy—^thou art a kind of 
wife of mine, for 1 have, in a manner, married thee—intellec¬ 
tually and reflectively; or, as one may say, in a mental or 
moral sense have I married thee. I have, as it were, invented 
thee as my wi/e, and the invention is none the less mine 
because a scurvy mechanic (to wit, the parson) hath not yet 
hammered in the rivets. (Aside,) A quipl 

Dor, Sir, 1 do not rightly understand thy talk, but it 
seemeth to me that thou makest jest of solemn things. 

Reu, Nay, this time I am in earnest If thou wilt be my 
^fe 1 will 80 ooU thee, coax thee, coeset thee, court thee^cajole 
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thee, with deftly turned compliment, pleasant whimsy, delicate 
jest and tuneful madrigal—I will so pleasantly perplex thee 
with quaint paradox, entertaining aphorism, false conclusion 
and contradiction in terms—w^l so edify thee with joyous 
anoedote, tales of court and camp, talcs of love, hate, and in- 
tpgue, tales of murder, rapine, and theft, merry tales, sad tales, 
long tales, short tales, quip, crank, retort, repartee, and re¬ 
joinder, that thy wedded life shall seem one never-ending honey¬ 
moon, and thou shalt find but one fault with me—that I clog 
thee with sweets 1 ( Th&es her round waist) 

Dor. Nay, sir, I pray you, remove your hand I Sir, you 
are unmannerly 1 1 pi >y you, desist 1 

i 

^nfer Sib Jabfeb ; Dobotht runt io him. 

Oh, sir, defend me from this wicked man. 

Jos. Why, Beuben Haines, thou art at thine old tricks 'again! 

Reu. At our old tricks, your honour! 

Jas. Harkee, sirrah. Let bygones go by. Times are 
changed with me, as thou knowest well, and if thou valuest 
thy stewardship, adapt thy morals to those of thy mast^. If 
thou aayest or doest aught to anger this gentle maiden, Til lay 
my whip across thy shoulders, as 1 have done ofttimes ere this. 

Reu. {aside). We are virtuous now, but time was when we 
would have angered her in company. 

Dor. Nay, sir, I pray you, bear with him. 

Reu. {aside). She plcadeth for me! Bless her pretty face, 
she pleadeth for me! 

Jos. Has the rascal, then, found favour in thine eyes ? 

Dor. {aside to Sir Jasper). Oh no; but whenever he cometh 
to the forgo he saycth such strange things, and lo* '^eth at me 
with such strange looks, tiiat 1 fear ho is sorely aflliicted, and 
not to be held accountable for his deeds, 

Jas. {laughing heartily). Why, in truth, 1 sometimes think 
so too. {To Heubex.) Get thee to the inn, sir; we shall lie 
there to-night: as for the whipping, why the maiden's inter¬ 
cession hath saved thee this once. 

Reu. She pleadeth for me! Bless their hearts, they're all 
alike 1 They all plead for me I * Beuben. 

Jat. And now, pretty maiden, tell me, who art thou? 

Dor, So please your worship, I am Dorothy Druce, only 
daughter ef Dan'i Druce, the blacksmith, and your worship^ 
tenant. 

Jas. Qoohing hinddy at Aar). He's a kind father to thee^ 111 
be sworn. 
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D&r. He is kind to me end to all. In Tory truth I think he 
must be the best num in the whole world. 

Jai, And thou tendest him very carefully? 

Dor^ Yes, indeed. I am with him from the rising of the sun 
to the going down thereof; Und we love each other with a love 
that passeth all telling. 

Jaa. (after a pawi). Dorothy, I once had a little child who 
promised to grow up to be just such a pretty lass as thou. But 
we—we were separated many years ago, and 1 have never seen 
her since I 

Dor, Oh, poor gentleman I 

Jos. Poor, indeed—^for 1 declare to thee, Dorothy, that 1 
would g^ve all my substance, were it ten times what it is, to 
have her with me in my old age. But though 1 have sought 
her -high and low for many a weary year, 1 have found no 
tidings of her; and so I must needs go on to the end—a solitary 
old zmn, uncared for and alone 1 There’s a doleful tale, little 
Dorothy! 

Dor, Indeed, it is passing sad, and my heart bleeds for your 
worship. 1 am even more grieved for thy daughter, who hath 
lost the fostering care and guidance of so worthy a gentleman. 
1 am sure she would have loved your worship very dearly. 

cTos. (moved), 1 know not. It may be so, and yet—1 showed 
myself but a careless and unloving father to her when we were 
parted. But her mother died of grief—and—and 1 would fain 
make amends, 1 would fain make amends] Yes, Dorothy, it 
would have gone hard with me but 1 would have made her 
love me I 


* Enter DAfifL. 

Who is this good fellow? 

Dor, It is my father, of whom I spoke unto your worship. 
Father, this is Sir Jasper Combe. 

Dan, (heartttif). At your worship’s service, Sir Jasper. I’ve 
naught to say, sir, hut what’s been smd by better men—WeU 
come to Combe-Baven." I’ll go bail my Dorothy’s said it 
already. 

Jaa, Indeed, she has given me a very kindly greeting, 
Master Druce. *I was telling thy daughter how 1 came to be 
wifeless and childless; and how, desolate as I am, 1 envy thee 
thy ^ood fortune in having so fair a little nurse to cosset thee 
in thine old age. Take heed, though, that she be not takeu 
from thee, and at brief notice too, one of these days I (Durir^ 
Ait tpeteh Dax^l hat gradually reeognited Sn Jabfbb. Me it 
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ttfip^fied with terror, and eiaggere back on anvil,) I say, take 
care that she be not taken from thee one of those days. 

Dan (atm atupefied\ By whom ? Taken from me by whom? 
Joe. {laughing). Oh, never fear me, Dan’l—^by some far 
younger man than 11 ^ 

Dan, Ay, ay—to bo married. Ah, mebbe, mebbe I 
Dor, Father, is aught amiss ? 

Dan, (faintly). No, lass, no; take no heed o* me. 

Dor, (leading him to stool). My father hath been working in 
the heat of tlio day, and he is faint. 

Dan, Yes, Tve—^Tve been working hard. Take no heed o* 
me. Tm better now. I’m an old man, and weaker than o* 
yore. Take no heed. , 

Jos. ril send thee strong wines that shall put the courage 
and strength of youth into thine old heart, Dan’l Druce. 
There, there, bear up, man. And Dorothy must come to the 
Hall, Dan’l. Old Bridget shall take good care of her^ and 
1 own I should like to s^ how the old place would shine in the 
sunlight shed by so fair a little lady. There, be of good cheer, 
man; I did but jest when I spake of thy daughter leaving thee. 
Dan, Ay, ay—thou didst but jest, eh ? % 

Jos. Why, to be sure. (Aside.) To think that those few 
light words should have so shaken him. (Looking at Dobotht.) 
Well, I can understand it. (To Dak’l, efter a pause.) Master 
Druce, Tm an old man now, and a very grave and sober old man 
too. I had a fair young wife once; she had eyes like thy 
daughter’s eyes. There’s a strange whim in my head, but I'm 
an old man, and—and—and—may I kiss thy little daughter ? 

Dan, (mucA moved). Ay, ay, thou—thou iuayt«t kiss her 
if thou wilt 1 

[Dorothy goes up to Sib Jasper, who kisses her on the 
forehfiod. 

Jds, God bless thee, maiden. Dan’l Druce, I thank thee I 

(Exit Sib Jasper. 

Dor. Oh, father, didst thou hear? I am to goto the Hall I 1 
have heard that it is a goodly place, as big as a village, and 
bravely decked with velvets and rich silks and pictures and 
vast mirrorsl Oh, 1 long to see the mirrors I Then the gardens 
are beyond everything fair to view, and there are deer in the 
park, and a spacious lake, and carriages and horses tool Oh, 
it must be brave to live in so fair a place I 
Dan, (in a broken voice). Why, Dorothy—^these things are 
but vanities. Oh. Ihirothy, my darling, be content with thy lot I 
'Dor, Hay, &tner—but Indeed I envy not Sir Jasper. 1 
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grieve to think how solitary the poor gentleman must be» all 
alone in so vast a house, with neitiier wife nor child to solace 
him in his old age! 

Ban. (anxiously). Did he tell thee of his child ? 

Bor. Ay, speaking gravely, yet kindly, as of a sorrow still 
unhealed. And when he told me how he lost the maiden many 
years ago, and how he has vainly souglit her ever since, my 
heart yearned to him, for the tears glistened in his eyes. Me- 
thinks a daughter must needs love such a father, for he is a 
noblo gentleman. 

Ban. Nay, thou knowest him not. He did not deal rightly 
by the girl. He left her to perish—to perish, Dolly—thnt he 
might sa^e his own life. He is rightly served. Ihe sins of his 
youth are visited upon him in his old age. It is just, it is just. 
I would not have quitted thee, my child, my child! 

Bor. In truth, I am very sure of that. 1 cannot think that 
there*is in this world peril or necessity so dire as to part us twain! 

Ban. Thou’lt never leave me, Dolly ? 

Bor. Never! 

Ban. Como what may ? 

Bor. Gome what may! (Tie kisses her.) [Exit DoROTHT. 

Ban. (looking afUr her). Ob, it*s hard, arter so long; for the 
heart o’ my body is not so dear to mo as yon poor little girl! 
Oh, Dolly, it canna be right,—it canna be right. Thou’st taken 
to me as to a father. If thou wast my own flesh and blood thou 
couldst not be dearer to me, nor I to thee. And now—arter so 
long.—^It canna be right. 


• Enter Qboffbkt. 

Oeof. Why, Master Dnice, thou hast tears in thine eyes! 

Ban. Ay, lad, and cause for ’em in my heart! Geoffrey, 
there’s a heav;^ blow come on mo. I—I told thee of the cruel 
thankless father who left my girl wi* me—my Dorothy— thy 
Dorothy— 

Qe^. Yes! 

Ban. I—I have seen him, Geoffrey! Here—^here, I have seen 
him ! Him as Jbhou’rt here to meet,—that’s Dolly's lather! 

Qeof. Sir Jasper! Impossible! 

Ban. Yes, 1 tell thee, ’twas him. He didn’t know me— hut 1 
hnotoed him I Geoffrpy—^my only hope lies wi’ thee. Thou 
must wed Dorothy—ay, at once too. He cannot take her from 
Mes,—and we will all go hence to a place of safety—to-morrow 
—to-morrow I 
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G&of. {after a pause). Master Dnice, thou art a tender* 
hearted, right-doing man,—and it's not for a boy like me to 
shape thy course. 

Dan. Why, what dost thou mean? 

Geof. If this man, Sir Jasper CoLibe, is indeed her father- 

Dan. Her father? He cast her from him I He left her to 
parish! Her father? Heaven had given him the richest 
treasure that Heaven can give, and he tiling it into mv lap as 
lie'd fling a coin to a beggar! The trust that he forsook 1 took 
up. The child that ho plucked from liis bosom I took to mine. 
There let it bide, Geoffrey Wynyard, there let it bide 1 

Qeof. Yet bethink t'lee—the poor lone gentleman hath paid 
a bitter price for his '. ickedness; and though he djd a cruel 
and reckless tiling in abandoning her, yet grief and penitence 
have wrought a great change in him, and the laws ot Heaven 
and of man give him a right over her that none may gains.'iy. 

Dan. And have 1 earned no right in those fourteen ^ears ? 
Why, think what she is to me! what we are to each other! 
She has vouchsafed me her love, and for it 1 kneel doiim and 
worship her! f5hc has turned my heart to man, and for it i 
kneel down and worship her. She has shown me the l|.'ruth, 
and for it I kneel down and worship her, We are life and 
death, hod/ and soul, all in all to each other. And now thou 
wouldst have me say to this unworthy man, “ Here is the 
daughter thou didst abandon in thy peril. For fourteen y^ars 
1 have reared her as mine own; but as thou didst beget her, 
so take her; I did but hold her iu trust for thee that thou 
iiiightcst reclaim her when it seemed good to thee to do so.” 
It may be that this is niy duty, Geoffrey Wyu^^ard; but I 
canna do it—1 canna do it. 

Geof. Thy case is a hard one—^it is not for me t-. judge. 

Dan, Thou hast rightly said it is not for thee to judge. 
Moreover, bethink thee, thou lovest her. If this man, her 
father, reclaims her, he will take her from theh, and raise her 
to a station as far above tlunc as thine is above hers. 

Geof, Art thou so sure that Sir Jasper is indeed her father ? 

Dan, 'J'hat's true! that's very true! I know not that ho is 
her father] 1 cannot tell that. We judge men by their deeds, 
Geoffrey, not their words; and he may have lied. Come, that's 
well thought of, Geoffrey I But we'll go hence, Dolly and I— 
no one shall know—thou shalt join us later; and when thou 
and she are married, and he cannot take her from thee, why 
then, maybe, we’ll—oh, Geoffrey—thou wilt not betray me— 
thou wilt not betray her J Promise mo tbatl 
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Q&>f. {sigMug), I promise I 

Dan, {turns). Remember, Geoffrey, thou’st promised. [Exit, 

Geof. In truth I am in a sore strait; for Sir Jasper is a man 
of proud blood, who would lauj^h to scorn such humble love as 
mine. And oh, Dorothy, if^hou ait taken from me, why, my 
life may go too! And if I cannot yield thee up, how can 1 ask 
him to do BO! Oh, Dan'l Druce, Dan'l Druce, my heart is with 
thine in this thing, and I'll keep thy secret, never fear 1 

Enter Reudkn. 

lieu. Why, whom have wo hero in r)orothy*a house? A 
wheli)—a^very whelp, cur, or puppy, to be beckoned to, whistled 
t >, fiowned at, scowled at, whipjied with whi^JS, beaten with 
bricks, and slapped with the Hut of hand! 

Geof. Your servant, sir. Who are you? 

Rei^. Why, sir, I am an old horse-soldier, and yet not so 
very old neither but that 1 c.an wield quarter-staff or give the 
Cornish fling as well as another. Xo mere trooper neither, but 
& serg'‘aut of horse, if you please; and one that hath cut his 
Uiiy thijugh war’s intcbtinc, as a hot knife cuts butter. One 
w '• has so snicked, chipped, chopped, slashed, cut, drilled, and 
till uoiiaded, with sword, with pistolct, with mace, with arque¬ 
bus, with pctronel, and with what-not, that he’d make no more 
of passing a rapier through that boy's body of thine than of 
bpiUing a penny herring. And now, sir, who are you f 

Geo/. Why, sir, I am a sailor, and I hate brag. 

Ecu. Come, come, civil words, young master, lest we quarrel; 
and when / quarrel, sextons lay in tolling grease and grave¬ 
diggers strip to their work. Dost thou know tins Dan’l Druce ? 

■ (/eq/: I do. 

Jieu, A comfortable old man, they tell me, and one who can 
portion his pretty Dorothy. Pretty Dorothy and 1 are very 
good friends. SShe listens when 1 talk, w'liich many won’t. 
(Geoffrey makes an angry gesture.) And talking of pretty 
Dorothy, we have here a bauble nr locket, or, as one may say, 
a trinket tliat belongeth to her, I’ll go bail. {Picking up locket 
which Geoffrey dropped.) 

Geof, Sir, thal locket is mine. 

Eeu, It is very like—it is very like, yet for that I have but 
thy word. I care for no man’s word—^no, not even for mine 
own, for though it is os good as another's, yet it is worth 
nothing. If the trinket be thine, describe it with circumstance, 
and 1 will give it up to thee. 
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JE^fer Dan*l, tmjjercejvoik Et listoM %n gnat agitatum, 

Oeof. It is fosbioned like a hearty and bears an inscription 
*'To the best loved of all/* and it is dated seventeen years 
since. It is a love-token, sir, anh I desire you to yield it up 
without further parley. 

Rtu, (who hoM ncognixed it). Why, surely, I should know 
this locket well. From whom did you receive it ? 

Qeof. (taking it from him). That is a Question that I have no 
will to answer. It is a token of betrothal—let that suffice. 

Seu. But it doQ*t suffice. Do you know who lam? I am 
bailiff to Sir Jasper Combe- 

Qeof. Sir Jasper Combe! <• 

Reu, Ay; and I recognize that locket as one that he placed 
shout the neck of his missing daughter the very day he 
abandoned her. Gome, sir, from whom did you receive it ? It 
is a love-token—a token of betrothal. To whom are you 
betrothed ? 

Qeof (much agitated). I decline to say. 

Enter Dobotht at hack. Din’l stops her, and motions ftertohe 
mletit. Iheg loth listen together. 

lieu. Shall I hazard a conjecture or guess ? Thou art here, 
making free in the blacksmith's forge. The blacksmith hath 
a daughter—^her name is Dorothy. Shall we say that it is to 
Dorothy that thou art betrothed? 

Qeof (uatA an effort to speak unconcernedly). What, Doro¬ 
thy Druce? No, no, Master Bailiff, not Doro^y Druce! 

[Dobothy represses surprise and pain. 

Reu, And yet 1 notiora that when I spake Lghtly of her 
thou didst start in anger, and flush up in a fashion ridiculous to 
behold. I ha^e the eye of a hawk. 

Oe(f. (cotftued). Oh—for that —it is thie that I have 
laughed and jested with Dorothy, but you know we sailors have 
a special license for such love frolics. We mean nothing by 
them. It is said of us that we have a wife in every port—well, 
that's a slander, but at least 1*11 plead guilty to a sweetheart in 
every \illage. [Dobotht weeps on Dan'l's hoiom. 

Reu, Ha 1 Thou art a shameleaH young reprobate by tbine 
own showing. It will go hal’d but Sir Juper will elicit the 
truth. We shall meet again! [Exit Bbuben. 
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Dan’l and. Dobotht eome/vnoard^ "Dkrfh irmhling wUk rage, 

Dobotht weeping. 

Dan. So, Geoffrey Wynwerd 1 The blow that is to brins me 
to my grave has b^o dealt )Sy thine hand 1 The secret which 
was thine and mine has been revealed by thee 1 Oh, thief of 
more than hard-earned gold 1 Oh, slayer of more than human 
life, are there no laws to fit such crime as thine 1 
Dor. Father! father 1 hurt him not I 
Oeof. Master Bruce—^indeed, I knew not—— 

Dan. Thou knewest not 1 Will there be more men^ in this 
man's heart because thou knewest not ? Will the last years of 
my poor old lonely life be less desolate because thou knewest 
not? 

Dot, Oh, father, father, what savest thou ? 

I>an| Nay, girl, stop me not! (Diking up a hammer.) 
Geoffrey Wynyard, there are injuries that laws can measure, 
and laws are made for 'em. There are injuries that no laws 
can measure, and wi’ them we deal ourselves, and wreak our 
vengeance wi' our own right bands. (To Dobotht, who inter¬ 
poses.) Stand aside, girl; I’m a weak old man, but there's devil 
enough in me to deal wi' such as him. 

[Dobotht, hneding, hetds his arm 
Dor. No, no, father, yield not to thy wrath—he hath denied 
me—he hath dealt lightly with my love—and there's an end. 
Oh, harm him not, on, harm him not 1 Pardon him, even as 
1 pardon him; and let him depart in peace. 

Dan. (with a violent effort to he calm). Ay, ay, thon recallest 
me to mysekf. He hath dealt lightly wi’ thy love—and there's 
an end. Heed not the words 1 spake; they were empty words, 
and had no meam'ng—heed th^ not. Geoffrey Wyiiyard, 
thou hast spoken lightly of my child, thou hast denied her 
who gave thee her heart. It was ill done. Quit my roof and 
let me see thee ho more. 1—I pardon thee. Ga 
Geo/. Master Bruce, have pity, for my tongue is tied—I—I 
may not speak 1 
J^n. Go! 

Oeof. Dorothy, one word. Hear what I have to say. 

Dor. (with an effort). Geoffrey, thou hast denied me. I love 
thee—^but—thou must go! 

[Geoffbst goes out sadly. When he has gone, Dobotht 
faUe scwtno at DAHx's/Mli 

ihMi. Mychildl MyohildJ [JAtsAt 



140 


DAIPL DRUCE^ BLACKSMim 


ACT III. 

ScEKB,—Jftferw (j^Druce'b cofto^e. Time^eiwiing, Dorothy 
ia discovered pcUe and weakf silting by the JirCf reading an 
old and tattered letter^her head resting in her hand, Dan*Ij 
discovered at hark—he has a bundle and stick in his hand 

as if prepared foi a journey. He is pale and anxious, 

< 

Dan, Eventide, and lie’s not yet come to claim her. It’s 
weary waitin’ for a blow that is to fall, and we’ll wait no longer. 
It’s Wd to have to creep away from the old forge, like a thief 
in the night, and begin the weary struggle anew, God knows 
where 1 But that it should ha’ come through him whom I 
loved like a son, and whom I’d ha’ taken to ray heart as a sou 
—it’s doubly hard it should ha* come through him 1 {Looking at 
Dorothy.) Poor maiden 1 IShe thinks him false to heit Well, 
it’s better so. I’ll keep that thought alive; ’twill account for 
much that I may not explain. One word would lift that sorrow 
from her gentle heart; but it must nut be spoke—not yet—nut 
yet! {Aloud,) What art thou readiu’, lass ? 

Dor, It is the letter he wrote to me from Morocco, two years 
since. 1 am bidding farewell to it ere 1 destroy it—for he is 
betrothed to another, and I may not keep it now. He spake to 
me in jest 1 Oh, father, it’s hard to bear. 

Dan, Ay, ay—hard to bear, Dolly—hard to bear. 

Dor, And to vaunt his unfaithfulness in the ears of a very 
stranger 1 It^was a cruel boast—fer 1 loved him with all my 
heart! 

Dan, Better learn the truth now than later—os I did—os I 
did. Early fall, light fall, Dolly. When my sorrow come it 
had like to ha* crushed the life out o’ me—^but thou’rt young, 
my child, and time will heal thy wound. 

Dor, If he had but known how 1 loved him,—^but in truth I 
ku'ew it not myself. It is hard to bear, for he bad truth in his 
face, and I doubted nothing I ^ 

Don. Trust no faces, Dollv—they lie—they lie. 

Dor, Kay, but it is not like thee to say these bitter things. 

i>aii. More like me than thou wottest of, Dolly. I have told 
thee what I was afore thou earnest to mo—the past fourteen 
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yen* are gone like a dream, and Fm wakin’ from it, Dolly, Tm 
wakin* from it. {Takes ftp hU bundle.) 

Dor, Why, father, art thou going away ? 

Dan. Ay, lass,—we’re both goin’ away. 

Dor, (surprised). To-night? 

Dan, To-night. Make thy bundle, for time presses. 

Dor, But whither are we going ? 

Dan, Whither ? What odds whither, so that we leave this 
place I Out into the cold world—^it matters little where. Thou'lt 
fret here—^it’s better to take thee hence—for a time—only for 
a time. Get thy bundle quickly—take all thou hast. TU tell 
thee more anon—^weVe no time to lose. 

Dor. {gdng). As thou wilt, father. (Aside,) To-night I Oh, 
Geoffrey, Geoffrey, this is indeed the end 1 (Exit. 

Dan. Poor child, poor child 1 My heart smites me for 
deceiviy* her—for harmful as he's been to me, he never had 
thought for aught but her. I’m a'most sorry I was so rough 
wi' him—he did not know—but the harm's done, and there's 
no undoin’ it 1 So, old forge, the time has come when thou 
and I must part for ever 1 May he who comes arter me have 
as good cause to love thee as 1 have, for 1 have been ower happy 
here 1 ( We^ng.) 

Seubeit has entered and overheard Bw last few lines. 

Reu. What, Dan’l Druce on the eve of a journey? Kay, 
thou'lt take no journey to-night, 1 promise thee. Unstrap thy 
pek and bum thy staff; for"thou’lt eat here, drink here, sleep 
here, make money here, lose money here, laugh with joy, frown 
with anger, groan with pain—mope here, sicken here, dwindle 
here, and die liere; take an old warrior's word for it! 

Dan*l. Reuben Haines, art thou here to take her from me? 

Reu. No, Master Dan'i, I am not here to take her from thee 
—and yet, in a sense, yea. Master Dani, I am here to take her 
from thee. Weigh these words well, and store them away in 
the museum of thy mind,*for they are rare words—containing, 
as they do, truth commingled with wisdom, which is an observ¬ 
able union, as thqse qualities consort but rarely together—for he 
Wh no wisdom who tells the plain truth, and he hath no need 
to tell the plain truth who hath wisdom enough to do without 
It. It is a paradox. 

Dan. (impatienHy). To the devil wi' thy chop-lodo, 1 oanna 
widt for it. Speak out, and let me know the best and the worst. 
Does—does thy master know ? 
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Bm, He does wA know, ae yet. And why does he not 
know ? Because the mighty should be merciful—and 1 hare 
refrained. 

Ban. If thou art not mocking at my sorrow, speak plainly. 
Rmt, Then observe. 1 am a Votent Magician, or, if thou 
pieferrest it, a Benevolent Fairy, who hath certain gifts to dis- 
of. On the one hand, 1 have Family Union, Domestio 
nappaneas, and Snug Old Age—on the other. Blank Misery, 
Abject Deapaii, and Desolation, utter and complete. Which 
shul I give to Sir Jasper, and which to thee? Now, I am a 
pleasant old gentleman—well to do—^not so very old neither, 

S et old enough to marry. Dorothy and 1 are good friends; she 
stens to me when I talk, which many won't; it is t good sign 
and augurs well, for 1 love a good listener. How say you? 
Oom^ give me thy daughter, and 1 will give thee Sir Jasper’s 
^ughter. (Aaide.) Hal ha! It is neatly put. It is a quip. 

Ban. Give thee my Dorothy I ( With an effort to be calm.) 
No^ no—^it canna be—she is promised. True, I drove him 
ibr^; but stall she loves him. No, no—1 canna do that—I 
canna do that 1 

Beu, Reflect. Sir Jasper will take her from thee for*bver— 
thou wilt never behold her again. He will drive thee from thy 
forge, and thou wilt be a desolate old vagabond, while she is 
learning day by day to forget thee, and to give her love to 
another. Thou refusest? It is well done. Brave old manl 
Thou shrinkest not from the troubles that environ thee, though 
they threaten to crush thee utterly; and so 1 say, brave old 
man! (Oomg.) 

Ban. Nay—^stay—one moment—give me time to think. 
How am I to do this thing? And yet—I will consent—that 
is, if Dorothy will £ will ask her—nay, I will persuade her. 
God forgive me I 


Enter Dobotht. 

Dorothy, my child, come hither. *I have somewhat to say 
to thee. 1—1 am not long for this world, and when I am 
gon e — - Oh, Dorothy, bear with what I have to say! This 
man—this Reuben Haines—he loveth thee^ and would make 
thee his wife. 

Bor. Oh, father— 

Ban. Ay, 1 know what thou wouldst say—^ihou lovest 
Qeoffiey, tot bear in mind, he loves thee not—he spake sltoitF 
iogly m thee—he did deny thee—he loveth other Wto^ep j thoi| 
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didst hear him saj as much. See, this man will We thee better 
than Geoffrey. He—he is not a young man—be is of sober age, 
and a man of good substance. Oh, Dorothy, my child, have 
pity on me! 

Dor, 1 cannot answer—I am lost in wonder. 

Dan, Dorothy, my little girl—^for a reason which 1 canna tell 
thee, it concerns my life—ay, my life—that thou shouldst take 
this man. 1—have been a kind father to thee, have 1 not ? 
I have asked naught of thee till now. Ob, my child, it is for 
thine happiness as well as for mine. D thou didst but know t If 
thou didst but know! 

Setk. Behold, maiden, I am worth consideration. I am not 
as other old men are. In all but years I am a boy—a very boy. 

Dor. My father, 1 know nau^t of tlie sorrow that hangs 
over thee, but it must needs be heavy if thou canst suffer this 
man to pay this thing to me I 

Dan, Dorothy—have patience; if to yield up my life would 
serve thee, I would yield it, ten times told—the time may soon 
come when I shall prove thee this—for I canna live alone 1 

Dor. Father, 1 know naught of this man but what is ill— 
nevertheless, as thou hast been to me as my father, and I to 
thee as thy child, bound in all lawful things to obey thee, so 
will I obey thee even in this. Sir, 1 cannot love you, for my 
heart is given, but if my father bids me, 1 must needs do his 
bidding. {Kneels.) Oh, my father, if the breaking of my heart 
can save thee, it is thine to break! 

Beu. It is dutifully spoken. It is a bargain. Give me thine 
hand on it, Dau'l Druce. Set thine heart at rest—^it is settled. 

Dan. (Jurioudy). Ay, it is settled. Get thee hence, now and 
for ever, and do thy worst Dorothy, forgive me—^'twas but for 
a moment I wavered—I am strong again now. {To Rbubbn.) 
Thou hast a master—thou owest him a duty. Go, do it—I’ll 
do mine. We will wait here, she and 1, and when the blow 
comes, we’U bear'it toother. 

Eeu. Dan*l Druco, I warn thee- 

Dam. And I warn tiiee, Beuben Hdnes I Quit my looC and 
that quickly, if thou settest value on thy blood, for it's ill 
trifling wi’ me no^l As yet, Vm master here—*twon't be fur 
long, but while 1 am. Til ^ obeyed. Get thee hence—take thy 
damned lace out, I tell *ee^ lest I do that which none can undo. 
Ch>J Do thy worst I 

Emt. Brave old man I Thon defiest me to my very fiioe, and 
I honoDr thee for it. There is sore tribulation in store for thee, 
mneih bitter wailing and anguish without end Yet 
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thou shrinkest not. It is well done, and damme, I honour thee 
for it. Brave old man I Reuben. 

jDor. Father, thou wast wont to toll me thy sorrow—hide 
not from mo the source of this hitter grief. Am I not in all 
things thy daughter, and who should comfort thee if I may not ? 

Dan, My child, IVe naught to hide from thee now. The 
reed on which I leant is broken—and—— (Ahoc&. Dan’l 
stores in terror.) Who’s there ? 

Oeo/. (without). Master Druco 1 

Dor. It is Geoffrey. 

Dan. He had best >iot see thee. Get thee hence, 1*11 open to 
him. 

Dor. Father, deal gently with him for the love I b^ar him. 

[Exit Dorothy. Dan’l opens the door. 

Enter Geoffrey. 

Geof, Master Dan’l, I’m going to sea, I have written to 
refuse the post that Sir Jasper would have given me, and I am 
going to-night. 1 come to pray your pardon for the sorrow I 
have brought upon your home. Give me that before I go. 

Dan. Ay, I pardon thee, my lad. Thou didst not know. 
Heaven prosper thee. Is that all? 

Qeof. I have something to ask about—about Mistress 
Dorothy. 

Dan, Too late 1 She is not mine to give. Her father—he's 
coming fur to take her fiom me. Oh, Geoffrey, he's cornin' to 
take her from me, and I'm waiting here for the blow to fall 1 
I'm waiting here for my death! * 

Oeof. 1 did not come to seek her love—I know ‘hat that has 
gone from me for ever. Master Dat/1, she heard me deny her, 
and she belietes that I spake in earnest. I'm going from her 
now—for ever; there's no chance that she'll ever see me again. 
1 think 1 should go with a lighter heart if 1 knew that when 
I'm gone and there’s many a mile of stormy water betwixt us, 
some one would tell her that I'm not so bad and cruel and heart¬ 
less as she thinks me—if some one would tell her that it was for 
Aer^sako that I denied her—for her Mike and for thine. I think 
I could go with a lighter heart if I knew she would be sure to 
think rightly of mo in the end. That's all I’ve got to say. 

Don. My lad, I've dealt hardly with thee, but I was sorely 
put about and not rightly master 0 * myself. If it lay wi' me, 
I’d give my girl to thee wi’ a light heart; but, mv poor lad, it 
doan't lay wi* me now. He’s coming fur to take W from me t 
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(JSioc^.) At last I at last I Sir Jasper is here. Get thee within 
were. {Pointiiig to inner room.) I have business wi' this man. 

\JSxit Geoffrst into room as Dak’l opens door and 
admits Sir Jasper and Reuben. 

Jas. So, Ban'l Druce, thoi art the man who for fourteen long 
years has hidden my daughter away from me 1 
JDan, Sir, 1 am indeed he. 

Jas. Oh, shame upon thee—shame upon thee I 
Dan, I crave your mercy, for I knew not her father's name 
till to-day, 

Jas. Yet it would seem that, having learnt it, thou wouldst 
nevertheless have fled with her, had not this good fellow arrested 

have naught to say that your honour's kind heart 
will not more fitly say for me. We love one another dearly. 
Truly in the bitterness of my grief I had thought to flee with 
her, hat my better self prevailed, and I stayed. 

Jleu. Credit him not, sir, for he lieth. Tie was in the very 
nick of departure when 1 interposed, and with stern upbraiding, 
withering invective, and threat of instant death, did bid him 
await your honour’s commands. Tiie palsied coward trembled 
and obeyed. 

Dan, Nay, sir, this man—this traitorous man—olTcred to 
keep the matter troni you for ever if 1 would consent to give 
him the child to wife. She will herself bear witness to this. 

Jas. {to Heuben). Aft thou indeed guilty of this treachery? 
Beu. Why, sir, there is a measure of truth even in this 
fellow’s spi'ecb, inasmuch as 1 did indeed say it; but (herein 
lurks the hqmour of the thing) I did it but to try him. It was, 
as it were, a subtle essay or delicate test, prepared and carried 
out to tlie life with much ingenuity, in pursuit of the grandest 
of nil studies—the conduct of a man under the influence of 
extraordinary temptation. 1 am a philosopher I 
Jas. I'hy philosophy shall be severely tried. Deliver thy 
books and papers to Master Geoffrey Wynyard, whom I appoint 
steward in thy place. Thy stewardship is at an end. Begone! 

Seu, But, sir—consider- 

Jas. Begone, I say, and let me see thee no more 1 
Reu. doory I am a philosopher I 
Jas. Begone I {Eadt Beubbn, dohfvJEly^ Now, Dan^ Dmce, 
if thou hast aught to say in defence of thy conduct, I am pre¬ 
pared to hear it. 

Dm. Aught to say? No, sir. I've naught tp say wwth say. 
iqg. Tliou’st seen the maiden—'thou'st seen how fair ehe is— 
n. ^ 


thy flight 
Dan. Y 
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how good she is—how pure, and gentle, and tender, and true 
she is. That says more for me than I could say for myself. 
She softened my stubborn heart—she made me a man. I've 
learnt to look on her as my daughter—she on me as her father. 
We've bin all in all to each other; Wnd at the thought o' losin* 
of her my poor old heart's 'most broken in twain. 1 dunno as 
I’ve any more for to say. No, sir, that's all. {Sighing.^ 

Jaa. 1 am sorry for you—^but you have brought this grief 
upon yourself; you have been guilty of gross injustice both to 
myself and to the girl. 

Dan, {furioua). What I 

Jaa. Knowing as you did that enquiries would certainly be 
made for the child, you nevertheless stole away from ^e town, 
and left no clue whatever as to your destination. 

Dan, Knowin’ as I did 1 How did I know—what was there 
for to tell me ? Was it the love that her father showed for 
her when he left her to perish on that stormy Norfolk coast ? 
Did that reckless profligate set such value on his treasure as to 
make it so sure he would ever come for it agen ? Why, he set 
/its life afore hers I That he might live he left her to die! 
Why, she was well quit of such a father 1 Take her from me, 
Jasper Combe, if thou'st the heart to do it—but do it wi’ a 
shut mouth; for God knows, with all my sins—and they're 
many—I done my duty by her I 

Jua. Dan'l, 1 spake harshly—I am sorry for it. You are 
right. That she was not my own child, but a step-child, 
matters nothing. I loved her mother dearly. It was my duty 
to protect the child, and 1 basely forsook my trust. But for 
this misdeed I have suffered bitterly. It killed her fioor mother, 
who loved her beyond measure, and on her deathbed I swore to 
search out the child that 1 might make amends—and now that 
after many years of weary searching I have found her, shall I 
yield her up, even to you ? Come, Dan'l, be just, and ask your¬ 
self this. 

Dan. I have nowt to say agin it, rir. It's right—but it's 
ewer hard—it's ower hard 1 (Co/fs.) Dorothy, my child, come 
hither. 


* Enter Dobotht. 

(3b Sib Jaspeb.) I ask your pardon, sir, if 1 call her my child 
still, for ^o's bin more than that to me! (3b Dobotht.) 
Dolly, my lass, .there's a change in store for thee—a grand 
change ; thon’rt a lady, ay, a great lady, too. 1 allers knowed 
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ihon wast a lady. (7b Sib Ja 87 bb.) She doan’t talk like us 
common folk, air I This gentleman. Sir Jasper Combe—^he*s 
come to claim thee—he’s thy father, Dolly—think o* that I And 
he’s—he’s goin’ to take thee from me—only to Oombe-Baven, 
Dolly, where 1*11 come and see thee often. (To Sia Jaspur.) 
Thou’lt let me come and see her odd times? (To Dorothy.) And 
thou’lt come and see me, and there’ll be grand doins then, eh, 
Dolly ? There, there, go to thy father—he’ll bo a kind father 
to thee, and he’ll* love thee well, never doubt it—and—^and 1 
shall love thee too, and thou’lt have two fathers ’stead o* one, 
Dolly, that’s all! {She ie about to apeak.) Doan’t speak I 
doan’t speak; for Gm’s sake, doan’t speak 1 {He rw^a out, 
Dorotbit etanda dumb with surprise.) 

Jaa, Dorothy, my child, 1 am ind^ he who should stand to 
thee'in the place of a father. 1 know that 1 seem to thee to be 
doing a hanl thing—for thou hast learnt to love him, and he 
bath^eamed thy love. But, Dorothy, I am childless and alone, 
wealthy, honoured, and of good reput^ yet alone in my old age. 
Dorothy, come to me—come to me I 

Dor. {who has been sobbing through this speech). Oh, sir, for¬ 
give me if 1 seem to speak thoughtlessly, for 1 am but a poor 
untaught girl, and 1 know not how to reply. Ho has been so 
good to me, and 1 love him with all the love of my heart. Oh, 
sir, it cannot be that after these long years of tender love I am 
to be taken from him now. Oh, it will kill himl Have pity 
on him, sir, for it will kill him I 1 cannot leave him now. £ 
am the very light of his eyea—the very heart of his life (soh- 
htn^)—I cannot leave him now! Oh, sir, if thou hast no care 
for him, yet fur the love of my mother have pity upon me 1 

Jaa. (q/W a pause). 1 had thought my atonement was at an 
end, but my bitterest punishment is yet to come, and I am to 
suffer it at thy bands. So be it—it is just! Dorothy, my child, 
whom 1 have soi^ht so long, I will not break another heart. 
Thou art free to go to him who has been more to thee than 
many lathers. 

Dor. Heaven bless thee for those good words; they have 
sown seed in my heart that will bear thee truer love than 
could have come in many years p^ed away from him I Sir, 
thou hast spard his life. When his wife left him it drove him 
to the very verge of madness, and this last blow would have 
ended his Hfel 

Jaa. Did his wife leave him? 

Dor- Alas I yes, many years since—before I was sent to hink 

Jaa- And he loved her veiy dearly toe ? 
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Dor. 60 dearly that he would hare taken her to hia heart if 
ahe had returned to him—so dearly that he called me Dorothy 
because he read her name in mine eyes. 

«7as. Dorothy 1 was that her name ? 

Dor. Ay, Dorothy Marple, for that is rightly my fathers 
na^ie. But to save her good fame he gave out that he was 
dead, and he took the name he now bears. 

i/os. (aside). My sin has borne bitter fruit! Oh, Dan^l 
Druce, give me thy pardon! Dorothy, for the sake of the 
Dorothy who is dead, give me thy pardon I 

E 7 i*er Dak*l Druce. 

Master Druce, Heaven has interposed to save me from unwit¬ 
tingly working on thee a deep and bitter injury. Take the 
child that is thine own in the eye of God and of man. As 
she has been thy daughter hitherto, so shall she b 6 thy 
daughter to the end! 

Dan. (amazed). Why, sir—Dorothy, my child—^is he not 
goin* to take thee from me ? 

Jos. I have no right with her. She is thine, to bless^Ahine 
old age, and to bring thee comfort to the very last. 

Don. Dorothy—my child—my child I ('fakes Dorothy in 
his arms.) Oh, sir, 1 know not how to bless thee for this 
blessing I 

c/as. Give me no blessing. I have done thee a wrong that is 
beyond the power of man to repair. Think of the deepest 
injury that man^s wickedness has ever wrought on thee, and 
place it to my account. (Dak*l thund&rUruch^ ^ If it lies 
within thee to extend the hand of pardon to him who laid 
waste thine home and made thy life dc.solato, read in .uy blighted 
life the punishment that the sin of my youth has brought upon 
me in my old age. As 1 have sinned, so before Heaven I have 
atoned! Sib Jasper. 

Ban. (as Sir Jasper’s meaning breaks upon him). Stay! 
come back—if this be not a devil-bom dream, come ^ck and 
hear me out. Oh, source of all the sorrow I have known! 
Oh, black and bitter curse of two poor lives 1 Thy life for hers 
—thy cursed life for hers I 

Dor. Father, spare him—be merciful—be just. He is an old 
man now—thou art an old man—is it in the winter of your 
lives that the heart-burnings of hot youth are to be avenged? 
He has wronged thee, but he has sunered and will yet suffer. 
As I have prevailed to turn thee to mankind, so let me, thy 
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daughter—^thy daughter indeed—thine own flesh—Aer own 
flesh—^prevail against this one surviving sorrow. Spare him 
and pardon him—for her soke and for mine 1 (iTnesii^ 

Enkgr Geoffbet. 

Don. Ohj Dorothy, dead and in heayen, when God took thee 
He left an angel behind to plead for thee and for this man 1 It 
is Heaven’s voice—my anger has gone out of me 1 

Dorothy, wilt thou believe now that it was for thy 
sake and for thy futlier's that I did deceive thee ? (Dobothy 
rtses; D4 S*l aita,) Wilt thou believe, now, that I love thee 
truly and beyond all on earth ? 

Dor. Oh, Geoffrey I forgive me—forgive me I I acted in 
hastei I knew not what I did! (Emmueing him,) 
liy darling I {Kiaaeaher.) 

Dor. Art thou happy, Geoffrey r 
Passing happy I And thou f 

Ihr. Passing happy 1 




GRETCHEN. 

A PLAY^ 

IN FOUR ACTS. 

ffra produced at the Olympic T^eaire^ an AfareJk 24/JI, 18791 



DRAMATIS PERSONS 


Domimxo. 

Anselm. 

Faustub. 

Gottfried. 

Mbfhisto. 

Aoatiia. 

Bessie. 

Babbara. 

Lisa. 

Gbbtoheh. 

Martha. 
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** Faust." The author is indebted to tlu-'t work for the scene between 
Mephisto and Martha in Act II. In every other lespeci the dialogue 
is original. 
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ACT L 


8cese.~~~ Under ihe doisters of a monastery. In t'he centre of 
the stage a graveyard; in the graveyardt conspicmus 
among other tombs, is a tall monument, Frocession of 
Monks crosses the stage at hack. Moonlight, 

Douinio dUcovered seated, reading. To him enters AnsEiiM. 

Dorn, Foot vo^iscvm, father 1 
Ans, Benedicite t 

I am rejoiced that, after many ixsrils 
By sea and land, I am once more among you. 

How fares our poor sick Faostus? 

Dom, By Heaven’s graces 

He is, in body, well— yet much I fear 
There lies some hidden canker at his soul. 

Whei^ he was prostrate on a fevered bed, 

The utterings of his delirium 

Were rather those of some hose man of sin, 

Than of a holy father, vowed to heaven. 

Ans, Thy news is grave indeed; but knowest thou this 
Of thine own knowledge ? 

Jhm, Ay, in truth I do. 

I took my turn with others at his bed, 

And all who watched him made the same report. 

When the delirium was at its worst 

His fevered brain was filled with worldly dreams. 

And seemed to revel in the guilty joys 
Tliat he for once and all had long forsAVom. 

Now at a gaming table, flushed with wine. 

And swearing roundly that the dice were loaded; 

Now at a dnmken revel, trolling forth 
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Ungodly tongi that set mine ears ablaze; 

Kow at the (mase; now breathing words of lovt 
Into the ears of some fair wanton; then 
Invoking curses on her wantonness! 

Aru. But spake he never oithe holy life 
That he is sworn to lead ? 

Dorn. Nay, never once. 

Unless it were to curse the evil haste 
That led him to it. 

Ans. It affects me much 

To hear these tidings of our well-loved Faustus. 

I knew that, ere he took his holy vows. 

He led a life of sii , and for that cause i 

I more rejoiced his heart had turned to grace. 

But, see, he comes. Leave me alone with him. 
ril speak to him as father speaks to son. 

Dom. May Heaven speed thy work. [Eieit DoiiiKia 

Enter Faustvs, 


Am. Come hither|«Bon. 

The kindly brothers who attended thee 
In thy delirium have no light cause 
To think that, though thy priestly ministries 
Are to the letter faithfully performed, 

Thy heart is bent on worldly matters still. 

Faue. Of what do they complain ? Can any any 
That 1 have failed in my observances? 

That I have spoken ill of any man ? 

That I live not a chaste and sober life ? 

That 1 am loth to pray with d^ and dying? 

Are not my priestly duties well discharged ? 

Am, Wdiud that all priests within tmsse sacred walls 
Took thee for an ensample ip these matters/ 

But who can read the inmost heart of man? 

The lips may move in prayer, and'but lips. 

Speak to me frankly—^tell me by wh^t means 
Tnou wast induced to quit the world without 
Its fleetiug pleasures and its lasting pains, * 

For the pure calm of these monastic shades f 
Ihm. Oh, father, holy father, bear with m$t 
My heart is very sore 1 
Am. Gome-^tell me all. 

Fear nothing; speak to me u to thyselt 
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Faw. How ihall I apeak to such a one aa thoa 
Of an intense and all*Mli6Ting love. 

Betrayed, abandoned, trampled underfoot ? 

Of pure and simple faith in one fair womBn<-<* 
Unswerving faith-—faitii,kb8olute and wholo— 

And of the deadly agony that came 
Of finding that well-truBted woman folae ? 

All the more false for the divine truth-promise 
That played upon her fair and placid brow; 

All the more false for the hot passion-vows 
That leaped, in hurried whispers, from her lips! 

I gave her all the wealth of my rich heart— 

I Uved upon her love—I fed my life 
With the sweet poison of her lying lips 
In'utter trust. God help me!—one dark day. 

In the high noon of all my happiness. 

My heart upraised to heaven, in gratitude 
For the fair promise of our coming life. 

She left me, for a man whose proffered love 
Had formed the theme of many an idle jest. 

But he was rich—and so—she wont to him 1 
At once the open volume of her life 
Lay plain before me, and 1 read therein. 

That she was—^womankind! 

Mad with the frenzy of a shipwrecked heart, 

And with the old iond test-words of our love 
Binging a mocking echo through my brain, 

I cursed the world and all the women in it. 

And hen sought sanctuary. 

Am, Ah, my son. 

This haven from the tempests of the world 
Should not be songht in bitterness of souL 
Only the pious heart, turned heavenwards 
From very Ihve of heaven, will here find rest, 

Till Heaven, in its good time, shall gamer it 
But take go^ heart I'll talk with thee to-night. 

And, with the help of Heaven, give thee good counsel. 

Be comforted—the world without is hollow, j 
As thou, in {bine hot wrath, didst leokon it 
Thy wr^ had reason in't Be comforted 1 

[EeBUAvKBM, 

Fata, "Only the ptous heart turned hsamnwards 
From very love of hMven! ** Fit formula 
To typify tha fierce^ embittered oyak^ 
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Who, in heart-misery, sought refuge hef<e^ 

As a poor, worried, over-htinted fox, 

Cursing his persecutors, runs to earth 
To lick his bleeding flanks in sulky peace, 

And brood, in solitude, on ihen and dogs 1 
No hope 1 no hope 1 no hope 1 For life entombed— 

For life cut cff from life—a breathing man, 

Wrapped in a winding-sheet of his own weaving I 
A living heart, inurui^ and sepulchred 1 

Enter Gottfbied, disguised as a monk. 

Oott Good b^Jther, poo; vobtseum. « 

Faus. Benedicitel 

Qott. Art thou the monk who, in the world without^ 
Was known as Faustus? 

Faus. Ay, the very same. 

Gott. I am a travelling Dominican 
Sent to thee by the Prior of our Order; 

Who, having heard much scandalous report 
Of thy most heinous immoralities. 

Instructs me, with all friendly privacy, 

To urge thee to amend thy naughty Ufe. 

Or, if thou findest this impossible 

(As there is reason to believe thou mayst/, 

So to conceal and cloke thy wanton ways. 

That thou, at least, mayst seem to be a saint, 

And so afford no handle to the grasp 

Of the all-watchful enemies of our Cliurch. , 

Faus. Strange mission, strangely worded, holy brother 1 
What doth your Prior allege ? And by whsk right 
Dares he to counsel such hypocrisy? 

Whence comes his information V 
Qott. From Shr (Gottfried, 

A very blameless, pure, and godly knight; 

Who, once a boon companion of thy follies, 

Hath since repented, and indicted thee 
For that, despite thy vows of continence, 

. Thou livest the old life. 

Faus. Now, by the Truth, 

Never lied Gottfried thus I 
Oott. Nay, by the Truth, 

I speak his very wwds—«,nd here’s the proof i 

{Throm offhia robe, and appean as a poMop sdldisr. 



GRETCHEIK 


*57 


Faun, Gottfried I Is this indeed my dear old friend ? 

Qott. The same indeed. Bound for the wars again 1 
My troop of horse is passing through the town, 

And hearing that thou wast within these walls, 

1 asked for thee. A bearded brother came, 

And with scant courtesy, he bade me wait 
Thy leisure in the great refectory. 

There, much perplexed to know with what address 
1 might most'ceremoniously greet 
So eminent a theologian, 

1 saw this rag-bag hanging on a peg— 

Thou knowest the rest. 

Faun. I am rejoiced to see thee, 

Despite thy ill-timed jest. 

Gott. And this Faustus I 

The old dare-devil Faustus ! Marvellous! 

When last I saw thee, thou wast bravely clad 
In coat of cramoisie, and by thy side 
There swung the readiest rapier in the town! 

JFaus. Hush, hush, these vanities are ^Asc and gone, 
And many others with them 1 

Oatt. By-the-by, 

There was a black-eycd wench—^a plump brown rogue, 
With full red lips, and twinkling ankles, too— 

Dost recollect her ankles ? No ? 7 do 1 

Let’s sec—her name. What was the wench’s name ? 

Has she gone with the other vanities ? 

Favs, 1 prithee stop thy tongue. I loved the girl 
And sheAvas false to mo. My heart died out. 

I sickened of the world and woman’s love. 

And here bought refuge. 

Gott, Oh, for shame! for shame I 

To hold the world to he a hollow world 
Because one heart has proved a hollow heart ■ 

Now hear a parable. But ten days since, 

A swindling huckster gave me a bod ducat; 

Now, by my bead, 1 thought that ducat good: 

It seemed so (air and bright—and as it lay 
Upon my open palm, I read thereon 
A pious legend, drawn from Holy W'rit I 
Believing that a ducat, wreathed about 
With such a goodly warrant, could not 
1 loved that ducat, and I trusted it I 
Well, well, the ducat proved to he but base. 



GRETC£tSil 


iSt 


With a deep sigh—for gold is scarce with me—* 

I cast that ducat from me. But did I, 

On that account, forswear all ducats ? No 1 
My love for ducats—and my need of them— 

Are just as keen as ever I ^ 

Faw, Peace, old friend. 

I am a priest, who once forswore the world 
Because he thought all women false. Think you 
That being priest, and sitting day by day 
In yon confessional, 

1 have seen cause to hold my judgment cheap ? 

Qclt. Plague on thy judgments! Judgments ready¬ 
made I 

Are counterparts of garments ready-made, 

That fit some well, some ill, some not at all. 

I know a maiden, scarce eighteen years old. 

Fair as the apple-green of early dawn. 

Pure as the summer sun of southern heaven; 

A psalm incarnate—an embodied prayer. 

Not of the earth, yet dwelling thereupon; 

Nor yet of heaven—although her mission bo 
To teach mankind that heaven is worth the winning, 

I have seen sturdy brawlers sheath their blades 
To humbly doff their hats at her approach; 

And when she's fairly out of hearing, then 
Draw a long breath and go their ways in peace. 

As though the air were charged with loving-kindness. 

Kude gallants, in whose eyes all womankind 
Are but the subjects of licentious jest. 

Stand back abashed as Gretchen passes by, 

And hush their converse into decency. 

Young wanton ^rls weep tears of honest shamo. 

And old men think of angels and the heaven 
That is to crown their closing pilgrimage f 
FlztM. (interested). Who is this maiden ? 

OoU, My dead uncle’s child, 

An orphan, dwelling twenty leagues away. 

^us. Thou lovest her? 

Gott. Ay, as I love the truth— 

As I love purity and innocence— 

As 1 love heaven and the good life to come I 
Faut, Well, well—go on—she is thy kinswoman. 

Thou hast a g^ly presence—and 1 know 
Thy heart is nonesti. Thou hast told thy love? 
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OcH, I, dare to speak of love to Gretchen? Not 
Fm a rough soldier—^barrack-bom and bred* 

My lifers a tavern life—«ay closest friends 
Are all rough soldiers; and the air 1 breathe 
Beeks with unholy jests and fumoa of wine I 
1, dare to speak of love to Gretchen ? Why, 

My tongue would shrivel at the blasphemy 1 
Fam. Why, what’s all this? 

Thou’rt going from her, and thou dost not dare 
To tell her of thy love? She is the pearl 
Of maidenhood, and yet thy heart is faint 
Because she is the pearl of maidenhood ? 

Up, man I Take heart of grace! Thy love is honest. 
Thy face is fair—thine heart is true and sound— 

Thou art a soldier, marked for fair reward. 

Up, man! Take heart of grace! No fretting vows 
Stand betwixt thee and such an earthly heaven! 

To think that this most miserable man 
Has all this boundless treasure in his reach. 

And hesitates to grasp it! Up, faint heart I 
Oome, boot and s^dlo, and away with thee. 

Ere some more daring and less worthy suitor 
Step in to take her from theel 

Oott. {aaUmuhed)* By my hand, 

Twas Faustus spake then—not the holy friar! 

Faus. 1 spake as man to man—^as friend to friend. 

I Love thee; and if such a woman live 
As thou hast pictured, take her to thine heart 
While yet thou mayst. Had 1 loved such a one 
1 should not now be wearing out my life 
In these sod solitudes 1 
QoU, (sadly). There spake the heart, 

And not the lips. 

Faiu, (recollecting himsetf). May Heaven pardon me I 
I knew not what I said I 
Oott, My dear old friend I 

Gome, I must say farewell, my troop awaits me. 

We ride through Lutzen. 1 shall see her there. (ZVum* 
pet hwr^ wWiouit.) 

** To horse 1 ” Dost know the sound ? 

Faus. (sighing). 1 know it Well I 

Oott. I'll warrant me thy trusty poldier-heart 
Bounds as of old, deplete thy mouish frock. 

At the old trumpet calll , 
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Fam. These things aie iiastl 

May God protect thee in thine enterprise, 

And give thee safe and speedy conduct homo. 

Gott , Amen to that. So, Faustua, fare thee well! 

* [Exit Gottfrikd. 

Faua. lie’s gone! gone forth to the fair, fruitful world: 
The world of life and love, the world of hope, 

Of open hearts and unchecked sympathies 1 
Oh, foolish priest, misleading and misled, 

Poor trickster, e\er duping, ever duped— 

Cheating thyself info a mad surrender 

Of all that youth h>lds dearest: cheating others 

Into blind trust of thy sincerity 1 * 

Thou art a man—the world was made for menl 
Thou hast a heart—thy heart is idle here 1 
A curse on all this maddening mummery. 

This life*long lie, this living catacomb! 

Farth, heaven, hell, whichever licars me now, 

Gome to my call, and bring me back to life ! 

[TAundeTf lightning; Mephibto ap^rt. 

Fans. Merciful Heaven, defend me! Who art thou ? 
What dost thou here, and what wouldst thou with me ? 

Meph, You called me, and 1 came in hurried haste, 

Lest the two other powers whom you invoked 
Should be before me in the race. 

Faus. Who art thou ? 

Meph. A travelling clock-cobbler, who repairs 
The moral timepiece when it’s out of order. 

Fans, A truce to riddles. 

Meph. Then I’ll speak rur.re plainly 

Some clocks are well made, some are roughly fashioned, 
And need much tinkering; springs weaken, snap, 

Wheels loosen, dust gets in, and time is lost; 

Men lose all faith, and put the liar by 
As something worse than useless. 1, clock-cohbler. 

Wind up the moral timepiece, make new faces, 

Bepair uis wheel, that spring, mend here, mend there; 

In short, 1 do my very best to make 
A timepiece that has lost its character 
Pass for a trusty herald of the hour. 

Fata, Get thee behind me, for I know thee now, 

Despite thy fair di^uisel 

M^h, Oh, pardon me, 

IVre no disguise. This is my own folr ibrm. 
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I*m not the horrible embodiment 

Tou doctors of the Church have painted me— 

A very Satyr, with a dragon’s tail— 

A nursemaid’s devil I Qh> shortsighted priests. 

My policy is to allure mankind, 

Kot to repel them! 

Fam, Wliat wouldst thou with me ? 

A proper question! Why, you summoned me! 
It is a leading principle with me 
That no one ever needs to call mo twice. 

I spake in haste. 1 did not weigh my words. 

That may be, or it may not be. I have 
A character for promptness to maintain, 

And can’t afford to risk my reputation 
On the mere hazard that your words were idle. 

Fatiti, You’ve saved your character, and so depart— 
Prime cause of sin—accursed of Gh)d and man 1 

Meph, Unjust—illogical! But you’re a Churchman. 
Prime cause of sin 1 Why, evil comes from good. 

As oft as good from evil. Motives ? Pooh I 
Why, half the ills that vex mankind arise 
From motives that arc unimpeachable. 

Fum, If goodly seed, well sown, bear evil fruit, 

The fault is scarcely with the hiislkndman. 

Mtph. But why BOW any goodly seed at all, 

If evil may result from doing so ? 

FavM. Why try to stop my sowing goodly seed, 

If it produce the crops that please you best? 

Mep}t He's hit the blot! Tliis clear-cut brain of his 
Is wasted in this world of half an acre I 
Cast off thy frock-~come forth with me. The man 
Who can detect my sophisms at a glance 
Is safe enough, without the galling chains 
Tlmt fetter him to prayer and solitude. 

Come forth with me; 

There’s a fair field without these gloomy walla 
For such a brain as thine—a merry world. 

Teeming with song and dance—a grateful world, 
l^ere gallant dera and brilliant enterprise 
Meet with their due re^vard—a loving world. 

Where kindred hearts may chime in unison. 

Come forth with mel 

Fhtts. Peace—get thee henoe away. 

My vows are taken I 


M 
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Ay, and so they are I 

Vows not to dream of the gay world without** 

Vows not to sigh for temporal vanities— 

Vows BO to chasten, quell, and mortify 
Tour natural craving for a woman's love, 

That it shall sicken, wither, starve and die 
From lack of sustenance! 

Bare vows, and rarely kept, I make no doubt I 
Why, man, you break them every day you live; 

You break them when you weep upon the grave 
Of broken hopes and blighted sympathies— 

Of wrecked ambitions, and the hundred tombs 

That crowd this solitary sepulchre 1 

You break them when you let your memory loose 

To revel in the rich, ripe luxurv 

Of luscious lips, soft cheeks and glancing eyes. 

The violet breath—the press of warm, soft hands. 

Or the crisp frettle of disordered hair. 

That wooed your flaming cheek, as, half ashamed. 

The maiden nestled, blueing, on your breast— 

And yet you plead your vows I Like some I know * 
Who pray for mankind in the aggregate. 

And damn them all in detail 1 

FauA, Tempt me not. 

I left the world of women for these walls. 

Because 1 found a woman false as thou-* 

1*11 not return. 

KepK Illogical again. 

** As one is so are idl.” Sound argument I 

You gather generals from particulars 

Like all your brood. Why, there's no harm iu women* 

/ didn't n^ke them 1 They're my deadliest foes I 
Why, he who of his own unfetter^ will 
Cuts himself off from pure communion 
With blameless womanhood, withdraws himself 
From a holier influence than he finds 
Within these sad and silent solitudes. 

Faua. Strange sentiments from such as thou I 
• For that 

We devils, as you Churchmen please to call us. 

Are not the simple folk you take us for; 

We are shrewd rellows in our homely way. 

And look facts in the face* I know a maid, 

A fair and gentle girl—the pink and bloom 
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Of all that’s loveliest in xnaidenliood, 

Whose simple truth and pure and blameless life 
Have done my cause more harm in eighteen years 
Than all the monks in Christendom can mend 1 

Fans, Is this indeed Jhe truth ? 

Meph, Ay, though I tell it. 

Faua^ If there live such a one as thou hast paiutcd*— 

A maiden—pure as the blue breath of heaven, 

Into whose virgin heart no dream of ill 
Hath ever crept—the bloom of whose pure lixjs 
Is yet unbrusned by man’s polluting touch; 

Whose life is open as the very truth— 

A p^ffect type of blameless maidenhood. 

Take mo to her, and I wW. learn of her. 

' Meph, Humph I No, Td rather not. 

Faue, And why ? 

Mepih, You see, 

We devils have our consciences. In vice 
We can do nearly all that man can do, 

But not quite all. There are some forms of sin 
From which we shrink—and this is one of tliem. 

I have no stomach for such worldly work. 

Best get a man to help you. 

Faue, Mocking fiond. 

Misjudge me not. As there’s a heaven and hell, 

I mean tlie maid no wrong. I’ll take thy help, 

If thou wilt give it me. But be forewarned; 

I’ll make no compact with thee. Set me free. 

And Ijsrill fight thee with the holy aid 
Of her pure innocence. Be thou forewarned. 

Meph, 1 like your frankness 1 Well, you’re not the first 
Who’s tried to rise to heaven on my shoulders I 
Humph 1 I don’t know. I am a match for you. 

But, you and she allied I The odds are heavy I 
Well, I’m a student still, and always glad 
To glean experience when and how I can* 

Tm curious to see how this will end; 

If for me—good; but if agmnst me—well, 

I shall but*h)se you, and you’re no great staka 
And so I’ll risk it. See 1 The maiden comes! 

[A vision of Gbetchen is seen, gliding oorow the 
stage, through tfto tombstones; site ii reading 
a breviary. 

Fasts, Centranced), Great ^raco of Heaven I 
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Is this indeed a form of mortal mould ? 

Spr.ak» tempter, speak 1 

Meph. Ay, flesh and blood, like youn, 

Taken, haphazard, from a world of women 1 
How say you ? Is she not exceeding fair ? 

Is there not innocence in every line 
Of that pure face ? Is aught more virginal 
Than the swi^ot sadness of those downcast eyes 
Dent on her breviary ? And yet withal, 

There is a wondrous world of latent love 
Within that maiden heart. The girl will love 
As few can love, Nvben the full time arrives; 

So take good heed, deal gently with the maid, 

Or harm may come of it—and that were pity! 

Eaus, If there be truth in heaven, there’s truth in her 1 
If there be heaven on earth, there’s heaven here! 

Meph, Ay, verily I Why, when I look on her. 

I’m almost tempted to turn saint myself; 

What would the world do then! Well, what say you ? 
'fhe choice is well before you. On one hand. 

Quibbling chop-logic—lip and letter worship— * 

Iflesli idly mortifiM—unreasoning dogma— 

The shallow sophistries of means and end— 

Straws split, and split, and split, and split again— 

Kach section in itself infallible, 

And all dissentients damned 1 And on the other, 

Peace, charity, and mercy, simple faith, 

Gentle good-will and loving kindliness. 

Gome, priest, what say you? Quick—my tim3 is short. 

[T/ie apparition raiocB her ey» from her book and 
turns to Faubtcs, holding out hor mnd to him. 

Fans, ^irit of peace—divine embodiment— 

Henceforth be thou my faith—be thou my Church I 
Be thou my guide, my hope, my monitress 1 
Henceforth the befuson-Iight of thy pure soul 
Shall shed its light upon my onward path, 

And I will follow whither it may lead I 
Spirit of purity, I come to theel 
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Scene.-—J ghde. On the right a precipitoue descent through 

the stage at the back j on the left an avenue of <rees. 

BabbabAi Bessie, and othet's discovered; to them enters Agatha. 

Aga. Oh, Bessie—Barbara 1 Such dreadful news 1 

Eess, News! 

iltir. Quick 1 What is it ? 

Aga. Lisa has returned 1 

Lisa, who ran away with the rich merchant 
A year ago I 

Bar, A wicked, wicked girl I 
I hopi^ she won't come here I 

Bess, And have you seen her ? 

Aga. I met her onlv half an hour ago 
Upon the Leipzic road! 

Bess, Ts she much changed ? 

Aga, Changed 1 Why, at first I couldn’t trust my eyes. 
Tou know how jauntily she bore herself— 

How daintily she drcased ? Well—all changed I 
Pale, wasted to a shadow—draggletailed— 

Dressed in torn rags—bare-foo^, and bare-headed t 
A beggarl 

Bar.* 1 remember how she sneered 
At my blue gown trimmed with peach-coloured ribbon. 
Well, Heaven has punished her for tlud, 

Bess, But say— 

Did she address you ? 

Ago, Yea, she stwke my name. 

I started, and I recognized her. Well, 

I mumbled forth some words—I scarce know what— 

And, all a-fluster, gathered up my skirts. 

And rah as though a ghost were at my heels. 

Bar, And you did wisely. Honest working girls 
Should shun such brazen creatures I 

Bess, Soft—she's here I 

[Lisa comes doum avenue; she is dressed in torn and 
travd^tained rags, as described. As she comes 
down the girds turn away from her* 
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JAsa. Well, girls, 

Do you not know me, that you turn from me? 

Or has the misery of twelve black months 
So sadly changed me ? < 

Bess, (sighing). Yes, we know you well 1 

Bar, (spitffv^y). Too well 1 

Lisa, Is there no pity for me in your hearts ? 

Is there no pardon for such sin as mine ? 

See—I am cold end hungry—travel-worn— 

Broken in spirit, humbled and forsaken. 

Oh, I have paid a j^cnalty 1 
Bar, No doubt. ^ 

We knew you would. 

Bm. (aside to Barbara). I’m sorry for the girl; 
We’ve known her all our lives. With all her &ults, 

We loved her well, when she was one of us. 

Bar, When she was one of us ? Of course—because 
She then was one of us. But when a man— 

A married man—elopes with one of us 

(Which hap^)cns sometimes), why, that one of ua ^ 

No longer claims to rank as one of ua; 

And so the cause of love exists no longer. 

Aga, That’s true, indeed 1 

JAsa. Have you no charity ? 

Is there no eloquence to touch your hearts 
In this wan, wasted form—these wretched rags ? 

Why, look at me! 

Bar. There is a certain frock, 

Blue, trimmed with peach—not much the worse fear wear- 
That’s humbly at your service. (Curtsying mv kingly.) 
Be^. Sj>are her, pray! 

JAsa. spare me, hitter hearts 1 Who can foresee ? 
A year ago, 1 was as one of you I 
Another year, and you may be as I! 

So, better spare mo, lest it come to pass 
'J'hat 3’ou have judged yourselves in judging me^ 

Well, well, the river’s ncarl 

I 

Enter Gbetcusm. 

Orei, Why, who is this? 

Lisa I ( Talking her hand.) 

laisa. Hold! Ere you take my hand in youis^ 
Remember what 1 am and what I’ve done. 
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I am an outcast, chested and betrayed. 

He swore to marry me—^well, I believed him. 

And when I looked to him to beep bis promise, 

He told me of his wife. ^There, that’s my story. 

Go wash your hand! 

Qret Poor bruised and broken heart-" 

Be comforted. Why, I have prayed and prayed 
For thy return—and see, my prayer is heard 1 
Poor wanderer I Our hearts were sore for thee. 

Ay, very sore—and I remember well 

How Barbara wept when the sad tidings came. 

And vowed she’d rather lose her best ten years 
Thait this had happened. 

. Bar, Yes, and so I would. 

But it has happened—and the mischiefs done. 

Bess, (crying). Pm sure 1 loved her dearly! 

Ago, So did 11 

One can’t forgot old times I 

Oret, Why, then bo brave. 

And prove that thine was no fine-weather love. 

Poor {)cnitent! Oh, sisters, is it fit 
That we should judge our sister, or withhold 
The mercy that we pray for, day by day ? 

Lisa (mrprUxfL), Oh, Gretchen, Gretchen I 
Orel, Come, poor broken heart, 

Look up—^we are thy sisters as of old. 

Bess, (half sobbing). If Gretchen can forgive thee, who 
are we 

That Wia should hold aloof? We spake in haste; 

Our hearts were turned to thee, despite onr word& 

[Bessie kisses Aer and exii. 
Bar, You told me onQo that I’d a bitter tongue, 

D’ye recollect it? Lisa, you were right. 

Forgive mo, please; there 1 (Kissing her,) Never mind the 
frock, 

lliough bear in mind (to Agatha) I still maintain my 
point. 

That blue and peach go very well together I 

[Exeunt Babbaba and Agatha. 
Chrd, Gome, dry your eyes, and take good heart again. 
lAsa, Oh, Gretchen, Gretchen 1 let me weep awhile: 

In truth 1 looked for pity and for help 

From them, for they and I had much in common; 

But Aon, so good in all, so pure, so trae—- 
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QrtL If it be good and tnie to close one’s heart 
To sorrow such as thine, why, Heaven help me, 

For then I have no title to the words I 
See, Martha comes. She has an angry tongue, 

Although her heart is kindly. * Get thee hence 
Till 1 have spoken to her. Here is money; 

Go, get thee food, and then come back to me. 

Take courage—Martha can refuse me nothing. 

It shall go hard but when thou comest back 
She’ll welcome thee as I do. Fare thee well. 

Xisa. Those who would pray for thee have but one 
prayer. 

That earth be kind to thee, for heaven is thine, < 

Ay, surely, surely thine. \ExiL 

Enter Martha, with basket. 

Mar, Drudge, drudge, drudge, drudge! To market seven 
miles, 

And seven home again I It’s a hard life, 

And tells upon me sorely I All this comes « 

Of marrying a bad man—a bad, poor man. 

But there, he’s at the wars-—God keep him there I 
Ah, Gretchen, Gretchen, be advised by me; 

And promise me that when thy heart’s in danger, 

Thou’lt come to me, that I may counsel thee 
Out of the wealth of my experience— 

The only wealth I have. Gome, promise me. 

Qret. I do. (Patues; then timidly) In proof of my 
sincerity 

I wiU begin to-day. I have seen one 
Whom I could love. 

Mar, (amazed). Why, Gretchen, what’s all this? 

Doth he love thee? 

Oret, Ay, for he told me so. 

Mar. He told thee sol And when? 

Gret, Last night. 

Mar. Last night! 

. Qret, Or stay—It have been betimes this morning. 

Mar. Last night! ^s morning! Gretchen! Where 
wast thou 

liast night—this morning 9 
Oret, ‘Why, within thy house. 

Mar. And there thy lover saw ihee—spake to thee^ 
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Within my hou8e>-4lon&-~at dead of night 1 
Oretchen, for shame 1 Art thou as other girls? 

Who is the reprobate ? 

Qvf^, I cannot say. 

I do not think he is a reprobate. 

Mar, His name ? 

Qrtt, 1 do not know. 

Mar, His rank—^his calling ? 

Gref. I cannot tell. 

Mar, Why, Gretchen, Fm aghast 1 

Gref. Nay, 1*11 not plague thee with half-hidden truths, 
I'll tell thee all, and thou shalt counsel me. 

Last night I slept—it might have been this morning, 

1 cannot tell—and, as.l slept, methought 

That as 1 wandered all alone, amid 

The moonlight tombs of some old cloistered square, 

I saw a man, arrayed in monkish frock. 

And yet (so much at variance with themselves 
Are sleeping fantasies) he was no monk, 

But some young errant knight of noble rank. 

The very flower of gentle chivalry 1 
Entranced, 1 gazed upon him, marvelling much 
That aught of mortal mould could bo so fair; 

('Twos but a dicani—we cannot frame our dreams) 

And as 1 gazed, methought he knelt him down, 

And vowed himself to me, for evermore 1 
There—read mo that I 

Jlfar. I will. Now, mark my words. 

The lover whom thou seest in a dream 
Willf in due season, court thee—in a dream. 

And, if the courtship prosper, as it will. 

Some day, i)erhaps, he'll wed thee—in a dream. 

Then after many long and life-like dreams 
Of married misery, black looks, rough words. 

Hard blows and mutual discontent, thou'lt wake 
And bless thy lucky stars it teas a dream 1 
Dream on, my child, pray thou mayst never wake, 

As I have 4pne. Come, there is work to do. 

[A^reunf togaher. 

Enter Faustub and Mepuisto. 

Eeuu. At last, at last—unless my heart deceives me^ 
Hiece is the gbde, and that should be her house. 
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Mtpk, Ay, that’s the ho\ue that holds the guardian maid 
Who is to le^ you whither you should go. 

And save your lordship from yourself—and me. 

Henceforth that hovel is to be^your church, 

With savoury fumes of roast and boiled for incense; 

The dim recesses of the chimney corner 
Will serve you as a snug confessional. 

How say ^u ? Will you enter ? If you do. 

You’ll find the fair high priestess of the shrine 

Intent upon the secular employ 

Of hanging clothes to dry. Or will you wait 

Until my pretty enemy is free 

To enter on her spirit oal functions ? * 

JPhtM. Peace! mocking spirit. Stay thy ribald tongue. 
Dost thou, whom none rolieve, believe in none ? 

MmK Nay, I’m the most confiding soul alive. 

I credit all I’m told. Not by the tongue— 

Hen do not speak to me with tongues. No, no. 

Man keeps his words and deeds for man’s behoof. 

They speak a language that I cannot fathom. 

/read the heart and brain, and all they tell me, * 
With childlike faith, I readily accept. 

Faue. I would my heart were as an open book. 

That all might read therein! But who comes here ? 

By all the powers that rule mischance, ’tis Gottfried 1 
What shall I do? How justify myself 
In my old comrade’s eyes ? 

MepK Leave that to me. 

Bear yourself boldly; put a good &C6 on't, * 

And 1 will frame excuses that will serve. 

, Enter Gottfbied. 

Oott Here is the well-loved home I Ah, Gietclicu, 
Gretchen I 

When shall we meet again ? Or iftiall we meet ? 

God knows I I go where death is freely dealt, 

And I may fall— Well, she will weepifor me. (Seei 
, Faubtitb.) 

Whom have we here? Either my senses cheat mo. 

Of this is Faustus 1 Faustua, as 1 live I 
Faustus uufrockod I Faustus unsauctified I 
Faustus re-butterflied in bravery t 
Fbttf. Ay, Gottfried, I am Fhustus'-^itt the flesh. 
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Now here's a riddle, and I wait the answer. 

But yesterday thou wast a hooded monk, 

A pale, cold, stem, and sour Dominican; 

A human tombstone, sculptured by thyself. 

In honour of thy dead and buried follies. 

To-day I find the tombstone taken down, 

And all the follies risen from the dead! 

He was misled—his follies cheated him. 
Believing they were dead, to all intent. 

In decency he raised a monument; 

But finding them alive beneath his gown, 

In d^ncy he took the tombstone down. 

QqU, It is enough for me that thou art free. 

Welcome once more to life and liberty! 

(!2b Mefuisto.) Sir, in the name of all good fellowship, 

I thank you for your charitable office. 

Fauin Now tell me, Gottfried, wherefore art thou here ? 
Quit, I come, as yesterday I said I should. 

To bid a long farewell to cousin Gretchen. 

Faw, To Gretchen? 

Qoti, Ay, the maid of whom I spake, 

Fam. Is her name Gretwen ? 

QoU. Tes—she lives hard by, 

With Mistress Martha. Faustus, thou shalt see her. 

And join with me in worship at her shrine. 

Fhus. (eon/usecf). 1 understand—my words have weighed 
with thee. 

And thou hast come to tell her of thy love. 

Qoit, Not I, indeed; despite thine eloquence, 

I'm going from her for a weary while, 

Maybe for ever. That will give her sorrow. 

Sorrow enough. I would not add to it 

By telling her of such poor love as mine 

For all this world holds dear. Some day, please Heaven, 

I shall return with honours to my name 

(If honours lie within xhy graro. I'll grasp themX 

And then, if I've a name worth offering, 

Maybe Ilh pluck up heart. Not now, not now. 

But hush, she oomes. 


BmUr GBBTOHra, 

Gretchen, my sister Gtetdhenl 
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Grd, Gottfried 1 I am right glad to welcome theeb 
My dear, dear brother 1 Art thou come for long? 

OotL Nay, Gretchon, I am with my troop of horse. 

We march to Dcttingen, and being here 
I stole a brief half hour to sa^ farewell. 

Oret. (alarmed). Thou art not going to the war? 

Gott, Nobnol 

Mere frontier duty, Gretchen; nothing more. 

(Aside.) May Heaven forgive me—that's a downright 
lie] 

Orel. I breathe again. (Sees Faubtus.) Who is this 
gentleman ? (With intense surprise.) 

Gott. This is my very dear and tried friend, Faustus, 
The truest fellow that the wide world holds. 

Faustus, this is my gentle cousin Gretchen. 

Gret. (agitated). Surely I dream again 1 Oh, mar¬ 
vellous I 

The very face and form I 
Gott. Gome, Gretchen, speak. 

G/ei. (muck agUated), 1 give you honest welcome, 
noble sir; « 

As you are Gottfried's friend, so are you ours. 

Fam, 1 thank you, lady. 

Goff. Well, and is that all ? 

** I tiiauk you, lady!" Come, thou shamefaced knight. 
Where are Giy words? Gretchen, be not deceived— 

He hoik a tongue—a very fluent tongue, 

And one that serves him well, when he so pleases. 

Faus, I am not dumb from lack of gratitude) 

Much as I owe to Gottfried's well-tried love, 

My heavv debt is multiplied tenfold. 

Gott. (aside to Faustus). Then, debtor, pay the tenfold 
debt tenfold. 

Watch over her when I am far away— 

Shield her from harm as though she were thy sister, 

And we'll cry quits. Thou wilt ? I thank thee, Faustus; 
1 go with fighter heart! (Mood to Gaetcheit.) Now, 
&re thee welL , 

God keep thee safe and sound till I return. 

Grek Farewell, dear Gottfried—think of me at timesi 
My heart is full—^then read it in my eyes. 

Mc^ Heaven shield thee from all harm I 
Gott, Amen* 

And noir to hone—nay, not another word, 
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Or I shall lack the heart to go at all. 

Farewell—once more and only once—farewell t 

[^EmU Gottfried. 

Qret. (timitUy). Sir, will you enter ? Our poor home is 
near, • 

And Mistress Martha will be glad to greet you. 

You are an old friend of my cousin Gottfri^ ? 

Fam, Ay, lady. 

Gret. FTay, you must not call me " lady; ” 

I am a peasant girl—^my name is Gretchen. 

Faus, And may I call thee Gretchen ? 

Gret, Willingly, 

All call me Gretchen. 

Fans. Gottfried calls thee Gretchen. 

1 thought he claimed a cousin’s privilege. 

Chret, Poes Gottfried speak of me? 

Faua, He does indeed, 

And in such terms of glowing eulogy 
1 almost feared that he had gained thy heart. 

Gret, Feared 1 

Faua. Pardon me. I spake unwittingly. 

His welfare should be very dear to me. 

And, therefore, 1 should rather hope than fear. 

Chret. Gottfried has been my brother all my life. 

1 would not own another man as brother: 

Nor would I have him aught but honest “ brother.” 

I love him dearly—dearly. Twice a day 
I say a prayer for him, and he for me. 

Ho is my brother. Every hope of his 
Is hope of mine. When trouble falls on him 
It fsdis alike on mo—he is my brother. 

And when he comes—as one day he will come— 

To tell me of some good and gentle girl 
Who worthily has won his honest heart. 

I’ll throw my lo^ng arms around her neck. 

And call her ** sister,” as I call him "brother.” 

Fwm, Now Heaven forgive me, but those words of 
thine 

Have freed my bosom from a load of care 1 
Chret, Didst thou then think I loved him not? 

Foot, nay. 

I feared thy love was more than sister-love. 

Gret. Dost thou then fear the love tiiat tends to wed¬ 
lock? 
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Not he 1 

Fam, I hold that truest happineei 

Ii bom of wedlock. 

(aside). Bravo, celibate! 

Gre^. And yet it much rcjAceth thee to know 
That cousin (^ttfried hath no thought of wedlock ? 

Fam* Nay, maiden, it rejoiceth me to know 
That cousin Gretchen hath no thought of wedlock. 

Qret, Thou dost not wish me happy, then ? 

FauB, My heart 1 

I would it were my care to make thee happy 1 
Oret, Now I am sorely puzzled 1 
M^h. (aside). And no wonder! 

Oret, Thou wishest Gottfried happy, and me happy; 

In wedlock, only, is true happiness; 

And yet, forsooth, it much rejoiceth thee 
To know that he and I are not to wed! 

M^h, (aside). Pretty logician! A dilemma, truly I 
Fans, Nay, Gretchen, better let the riddle rest 
Till time shall solve it 1 

Qret, Pray forgive me, sir. + 

I do not doubt thy words are learned words. 

Small wonder that 1 cannot fathom them. 

Mar, (without). Gome, Gretchen I Gretchen! 
itfepA. (aside). Bah! shell ruin all { 

How these old ladies always interfere 1 

Enter Mabtha. 

Mar. Why, who is this ? 

Oret, A friend of cousin Gottfried, 

A very old and very trusty friend; 

And so, a very trusty friend of ours. 

Mar. give you welcome, sir. Our home is poor, 

But wholly at your service. (Aside.) By the mass, 

A very straight, and well-favoured gentlemui I 
Meph, (aside). She'll never leave him. 1 must inter¬ 
fere. 

(Ciming forward^ Fray pardon this intrusion- 

Mar. Who is this 7 

Mepdi. (to Gbstohbn). Do 1 address Dame Martha ? 
QreL Noi, indeed, 

My name is Gretchen—this is Mistress Martha. 
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Meph, A thousand pardons for my clumiy error. 

Misled by a desexiption—** tall and fair, 

Eighteen, and very beautiful.” The words 
Apply, with equal truth, to both the ladies. 

Mar, You’re vastly cAril, sir! (Aside.) Upon my word. 
It rains well-spoken, proper gentlemen 1 
MepA. Sisters, of course? 

Mar, Nay, she’s my sister’s child 

(JElastUy,) My sister was, by many years, my senior 1 
jIfepA That’s evident. 1 bring you doleful news—* 

Yet news not altogether dolorous; 

There is a certain spice of comfort in’t—• 

Yet not so much of comfort, I’m afraid, 

As to disguise its not unpleasant bitter. 

- Mar. Your words alarm me I Pray forgive me, sir, 

Are you a lawyer? 

Meph. I’m the prince of lawyers, 

ilfar. I am your servant, sir I (Curtsying.) 

Meph, I’m glad to hear it I 

But pardon me, the news I have to teU 
Is for your ears alone. 

JIfar. (to Gbetchen, who is conversing with Faustub)* 

Ck», Gretchen dear. 

And show the gentleman the Lover’s Glen. 

Meph. Take heed—the path is dangerously steep— 

Be snre you do not trip, my pretty maid. 

Oret. I thank you, sir. i know its pitfalls well. 

And how to pass them safely. (To Faustds.) Wilt thou 
'•come? 

Fans. To the world’s end, fair maiden, an thou wilt. 

Oret. (Jaughing). Nay, I’ll not pledge thee to so long a 
journey. 

The road is short 
JIfar. But very perilous. 

Mejdi, It is, indeed! 

Fans. Wilt trust thy hand in mine ? 

Mar. Ay, take his hand—^you will be safer so. 

JfepA (qsuto). I doubt it much. 

[Faustus and Gbetohen go down incline. 
Mar, Now we are quite alone. 

M^. The news I bring you is about your husband. 

Jtfar. My husband i he’s not coming bujk! 

M^h, No, Bo¬ 

lt’s not as bad as that 
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Mar. {rdieve^. Ton frightened me I 

M^h. (with emotion). He never will come bach. 

Mar. What mean you, sir ? 

Meph. I mean that, fighting bravely 'gainst the Turks, 
An arrow struck him—and— (Faltering.) 

Mar, (affected). I guess your meaning 1 

This is SM news, indeed 1 Alack-a-day, 

I never wished his death! With all his faults. 

He was no worse than other husbands are! 

Meph. A most affecting tribute to his worth. 

Pray pardon my emotion; Pve a heart 
That melts at wee ping women. 

Mar, Pray go on; ® 

I'll try to stem my tears. Left he a will ? 

Meph. He did—a very good and Christian will. 

Mar. He woe a Christian ! 

Meph. (sighing). Ah 1 His will directs 

That you shall s^nd on masses for his soul. 

Five hundred marks. 

Mar. (indignantly). Five hundred fiddlesticks 1 
A wicked waste! 

Meph, Well, knowing all 1 know 

About his mode of life, 1 must admit 
It is a waste; but so his will directs. 

Mar. And is that all? Left he no parting words 
Of penitence? 

I4^h. Oh yes; as death drew near, 

He much bewailed his manifold transgressions 
And said that he could die more tranq^uiily 
Had he his wife’s forgiveness. 

Jlfor. Poor dear soul! 

I could for^ve him, freely, everything. 

Except tbrae masses I 

Meph. " Though it’s true,” said h^ 

“ In ^ our quarrels, and we’d many quarrels, 

She was invariably to blame.” 

JIfar. A lie! 

A most observable and shameless lie! 

. Meph. Alasl I fear that, as a rule, his words 
Were not distinguished by that love of truth 
That you and I deem indispensable. 

For instance, he declared twt earning bread 
To feed so many mouths took all his time. 

And left no moment he could call his ownl 
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Mw, Again, a lie! I dradged from mom to night 
To feed and clothe his fiamish^ family. 

While he sat all day fuddling at the ale-house I 
Alas, ho never cared for ^fe or child I 
AfepA. Nay, there you wrong him. Give the deuce his 
due. 

Before he sailed he prayed to all the saints 
To bless his arms with full prosperity; 

So that, if he in battle should be slain, 

His widow yet might live in luxury. 

Afar. Poor soull po^r soul! Did Heaven so bless them ? 
AfepA. Yea 

His ifrayer was heard. Some seven months ago 
Ho helped to take a Turkish galley, fraught 
With countless treasure. 

Afar. Why, that was well done. 

Bravo man! 

AfepA. Brave man I 

Afar. And what got ho by that? 

Af^A. His share of prize-money—twelve thousand 
marks I 

Afar. Twelve thousand marks! a fortune in itself! 

May Heaven forgive me all my angry words! 

He had a brave good heart. Where is the money ? 

AfepA. Ask his good heart. He never could resist 
A tale of sorrow elomiently told. 

Afar, (alarmed). What mean you ? 

A/epA. When at Naples, shortly after, 

Ho saw'a girl—young, beautiful, but poor— 

A. very child, scarce seventeen years old. 

!H(iB tender heart gave way; she was so poor. 

And then so very young—scarce seventh I 
He gave it all to her. 

Azar. All I 

Af^A. Every florin. 

But then, she was so young—scarce seventeen— 

Afar. At his old tricks 1 Then there is nothing left ? 
MtpK Yon wrong him there; he left a priceless 
treasure. 

Compared with which his other paltry gains 
Sink into nothingness—a charming widow! 

Afar. You're very good. 

AfgvA. I speak the simple truth. 

Come, take good heart. You waste your tears upon 
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A man who priced Ton hr below your worth. 
Tou're young, and (pardon me) attractive stil^ 
Spend one chaste year of lonely widowhood, 

Qjien seek a better husband. 

Mar, 'As for that, 

With all his faults, I might wed worse than he. 
(^Soiifing.') He was a kindly fool I 
M^h, For^ving soul I 

Angelic tolerance 1 Ah, were I sure 
That YOU would treat my faults as leniently, 

I sliould be almost tempted to— 

Jifar. To what? 


Oh, sir, you’re surely jesting! o 

M^h. Not at all. 

(Awde.) rd better change the subject. This old girl 
Would take the very devil at his word. 

They’re coming bacL (Aloud,) We’ll talk of this anon^ 
After a year—or two—or thre e— 

Jifar. We will! 

[Exeunt together, os Faustub and Gbbtchkn ap- 
pear at hack, ^ 

Faui, That, Gretohen, was my dream. 

Qret. Oh, marvellous! 

That thou and I—each stranger to the other— 

Should thus have peopled each the other’s vision I 
I tremble when I thiuK on’t. 

Faue. Wherefore so? 

Was then the vision so distasteful ? 


Oret, Nay, 

I said not so; but that we two should dream 
As we have ebreamt—^*118 not in nature! 

Fans, Promise 

That it again thou seest me in a dream 
Thou’lt tell me all—the part I play therein— 

The words I speak to thee, and thou to me. 

Qret, (eot^fueed), Perha^ It may be so. I will not 
promise. 

Fiue, Tell me again—Gottfried—thou dost not love 
him? 

Oret, He is my brother, sir! 

Faue, So he be alway | 

There is, perchance, some other envied man 
To whom the flower of thine heart is given ? 

Qret. Indeed, I have no lover, sir. 
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Fav*, None? 

QrtU None. 

Thy time will come! 

Qrtt, Perhaps 1 

Faiu, * Give me thy hand— 

ril read thy fortune, Gretchen. 

Qret. Wonderful 1 

Canst thou read fortunes ? (Giving her hand.) 

Fans. Ay, indifferent well. (Playing with her hand.) 
Gret. Speak, sir; I listen. 

Faua. (still playing with her hand). ’Tis a soft white 
handl 

Giffit. (demurely). My fortune, sir. 

Fans, (recollecting Amse^. True, true, thy fortune! 
Come. Rooking at her palm.) 

Ah, Gretchen, Gretchen, be thou on thy guard I 
There cometh one to woo thee. Oh, beware. 

Take heed of him—^he is no honest man! 

Gret. And do I know him, sir ? 

Faus. Ay, in some sort. 

Thou knowest his smooth face, his specious tongue; 

But there is that within his evil heart 
Of which thou knowest little! Oh, my child. 

Beware of him 1 My child, beware of him! 

Gret. Why comes this wicked man to such as I ? 

I would not aid him in his wickedness. 

Fans. In sad and sorrowing heart he comes to thcc. 

That he may learn the lesson of thy life. 

He comes to thee in the fond, foolish hope 
That the pure influence of such love as thine 
May quell the evil angel at his side; 

For wicked as he is, he loveth thee, 

With all his poor frail heart be loveth thee 1 

Gret. Tis a strange fortune! I, an untaught girl, 

Gan teach but little. But if such a one 
Come to me sorrowing for his bygone sins, 

E*en though 1 loved him not. 

In pity I would strive, with all my heart. 

To nelp him, even as I pray for help. 

I do not know why I should fear this roan. 

Fatu. (earnestly). Because, with all his swrow, he is 
false— 

Folse to himself, and, maybe, false to thee. 

Oh, Gretchen, deal not lightly with my words} 
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Weigh them, and weigh them, o’er and o’er again. 

And when thou kneelest by thy bed to-night, 

Pray thou for strength as thou hast never prayed; 

Pray for a brave and stauncl^ and steadfast heart— 
Ste^fast to aid this poor weak wanderer 
Upon the holy path that thou hast chosen. 

But above all, beyond all, and before all. 

Steadfast to pluck the traitor from thine 
If, in the depth of his mortality, 

He strive to gain thee by unholy means! 

Qrti, {gyMy\ 1 will take heed, sir. {Rising and going.) 
Fans. Gretchen—leave me not. 

Oret. I go to fieek a poor lost, friendless girl, > 

Who waits for me hard by. 1 thank you, sir— 

I take your kindly counsel in good part. 

Thou dost not know the sad and solemn lesson 
That her poor blighted heart hath taught us alU 
For she was wont to laugh as the birds sing, 

From very wealth of idle happiness I 

It seems so strange that she should not have died. 

Faua. God save thee from such harm I {Reha^g her.) 
Oret, Amen! amenl [Exit. 

Faw, (etanda aa if entranced for a moment; then 
wmenly) Why, whither am I going ? Grace of 
Heaven I 

Have I been blind ? Fool I poor, self-cheating fool! 

Stop, while thou mayst—thine eyes are open now 1 
What seest thou ? 

Hell against heaven—and thou allied with hell 1 

[Mephisto appears and Hatana. 
What seest thon ? A pure and blameless ch id, 

Trustful as innocence—her gentle soul. 

Calm as a lake in heaven—her angel face, 

God’s work. 

Untainted by man’s desecrating touch! 

And, at her side, 

A scheming mummer, tricked in godly garb-* 

His tongue all plausible, his heart all faJ^e— 

. His lying manhood traitor to itself I 
Faustus, mine enemy, 1 know thee nowl 
Faustus, mine enemy, I know thee now I 
Meph. Shake oflf thy Churchman’s qualms. Thou art t 
man, 

Wast once a soldier ere thou wast a priest 
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Hm monlcisli milk so curdled the hot blood 
That bore thee ever where the fight was thickest, 

That this raw girl—this butter-churning doll, 

Hath turned thee chicken-hearted? 

Fam, Hold thy peaces 

Accursed fiend, nor dare to breathe her name. 

Deal thou with me—^let Heaven deal with heaven, 

I go from her—God shield her from all harm! 

MepK Hush, not so loud, sho^ll hear you. See, she 
comes 1 

[Gbetchen appean at hack, picking petals from a 
daisy as she advances, 

Qr^, He loves me—he loves me not I 

He loves me—he loves me not I 

Meph. {aside to Faustus). Too late, too late I her heart 
is given to thee; 

Her love is not as other women’s love. 

Take thyself hence and she will surely die 1 

[Faustus toatches her, entranced, 

Qret, (with increased ananety). 

He loves me—he loves me not! 

He loves me—he loves me not I 

Meph, See how she trembles as the petals falL 
Poor child, poor child 1 

She trusts her simple charm, and should it fail, 

Her heart will break! Have pity on her, Faustus! 

Qret, He loves me—he loves me not I 

He loves me—he loves me not I 

{She picks the last petcd,) 

Oh, Heaven, have mercy! 

Fam, (breaking from Mephisto, and rushing to her), 

Gretchen, dearly loved 1 

Mistrust thy charm I By Heaven that hears me now, 

He loves thee, Gretchen 1 loves thee, loves thee, loves thee 1 
[Gbbtoben gives a cry of joy and surprise, then 
falls toeeping on his neck, Mephisto at hack, 
Umghing cynically. 
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ACT III. 

Scene. — A markd-^oM tn a Oerman tenon. Entrance to 
church on right of etage, A stone cross on the l^L 

Bessie, Barbara, and Agatha disamred, conversit^. Three 

months have dapsed, 

Aga. Gottfried returned! 

JBees, Aj, and a capidn, foo j 

All steel and gold 1 I hear the people say 
That in the ranks of those who fought and hied, 

No braver soldier lives 1 
Ear. (malicioudy). Alas, poor Gottfried I 
Bess. Foot Gottfried I To have gained such poverty 
I’d ^ven ten years—ay, though it made me thirty I 
Ear. Fool 1 He is head and ears in love with Gretchenl 
There’s but a bitter time in store for him. « 

Eess. Ah, ’tis a sorry thing this love I 

Aga. For that, 

The world without it were a sorry thing I 
It’s meat and drink to me 1 {Sighing.y 
Ear, (to Bessie). Thou foolish child. 

Revile not that of which thou knowest naught. 

Some day, maybe—observe, I say maybe — 

Some one will love due —slrange things come to pass-* 
And then thou’lt change thy note. 

Rcm. If so, I px iy 

’Twill not be such a one as that gay knight, 

Who hath*so wondrously bewitched our Gretchen I 
But three months since, no happier maiden lived; 

And now—kind Heaven help us all I—^they say 
She will not live to see her twentieth year I 

^Ur Lisa, vauAserved. 

' Bar. Girls do not die of honest-hearted love. 
(Medieioudy.) They sometimos die of shame and peni¬ 
tence, 

When love has carried them bevond themselves. 

Liaa (coming forward). Foul shame on theej who darest 
ample shame 
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With the moBt pure and perfect heart on earth I 
May Heaven paidon thee thy bitter words I 
1*11 stake my soul upon her innocence I 
Bar, Thy stake is smii^—^n that thou showest wisdom. 
Thou shouldst be an un^ng judge of guilt. 

But as to innocence—leave innocence 
To those who know the meaning of the word. 

Imo* Bail on at me —1 heed a mocking tongue 
As little as I heed a winter's vdnd; 

For misery hath hardened me to both. 

But bow thy head, and stop thy shameless tongue, 

When others speak of that pure angel heart, 

Whidh, day by day, draws nearer to its heaven 1 



' Be88, Marry, how they march 1 

1 love a soldier? 

Affo, (sighing), I love several 1 


Sntsr the Soldiers, Ud by FniEDBicni, and aeeompanied by 
Men and Girls. 'Ihey halt in line^ in front of 
eaihedral, at Fbiedbxob’s vjord. 

Ago, There's Earlt 
Bar, And Otto I 

Beso, Maxi 

Aga, And Friedtioh, too I 

Oh, what a beard I 


GorrYBisi) enters, dressod cm an officer, 

Oott, Break off 1 

(They recover pikes and break off, nUngling with 
the crowd. 

Whom have we here ? 

Why, Agatha! and Bessie! Barbara! 

(They crowd around him os he greets them. 
How fores it with you ? Are you married yet ? 

(They sigh and shake their heads. 
What, noneuof you? Ww, there are plenty here 
To set that right! 

Ago, Sir, welcome home again! 

Bess, Andyoa’raacaptainI 
Goff. (Jaugking), Tea, unworthily 1 

FWail. Kay, never credit that, ^ere never Uved 
A doughtier soldier I 


i 84 


GRETCHEir. 


Bar, I How came it to pass? 

QiitL My iaithi I baldly know. Twas sheer good luck. 
We were at rest around a big camp fire, 

Dreaming, maybe, of loved oi^es far away. 

When came a sudden trumpet-call—^I'o horse I 
Another moment saw us in the saddle. 

And tearing on—we knew not why nor whither. 

Then came a shock of strong men breast to breast—* 

A clash of swords—a hurricane of blows— 

I on my back, half blind with blood and rage, 

A thousand devils dancing in my eyes. 

And friends and foos in wild entanglement. 

All tussling for my body—^then, a wrench— 

A mighty shout—Mother rush, and 1<^ 

A panting dozen of us on a hill. 

Besmirched with blood and dus^ and all agog 
To grasp my hand and hail me as a hero I (Biset,) 

That’s all 1 know of it, except that I 
Went in a trooper, and came out a captdn 1 

[Several Soldiers stroll off with Girls. A Soldier 
remains wUh Bessie, another with Bai^ba, 
Fbiedbioh with Aoatua. 

Qott, But there—enough of that! Gome, tell me now. 
(Anxioudy.) How fares my cousin Gretchen—is she 
well? 

Bess, (eonfussd). Yes, yes—that is— (Aside to Sol¬ 
dier.) How shall 1 answer him? 

Oott. Is aught amiss? 

Bess. How weU thou carriest 

Thy new-born rank 1 

Qott, (impatiently). The devil taka my xanki 
TeU me of .Gretchen! 

[Bessie, at fault, wafehes her opportunity, and 
exit wm S^er. 

Bar. Prithee, ask us not, 

We would not say a word to ^ve thee pain 

On such a day. [Exit with Soldier. 

Oott. (amasei). Pain 1 

^ Aga, Nay— be not distressed. 

All may be welL 

QoU. (ua’tk sudden eagemesi). She lives? 

Ago. Tes, yes! die livesl 

{To Fbudbuih.) Oh, oomo away— I dare not toll him 
morel 
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QoU» Why, how is this ? A curse u^n the fools! 
Where ue their tongues ? Is aught amiss with her ? 

At the bare thought of it my heart stands still 1 
Fried, Nay, never he^ them—girls are all alike— 
Mere jealous jades I Thy first and foremost thoughts 
Were for another. There’s the mischief of it. 

Hadst thou but spoken lightly of thy cousin 
A shower of praise would have been poured upon her I 
Gott, A plague upon their scurril serpent-tongues 1 
In the old days they knew no jealousy. 

My blood is all a-chill I I shake with fear 1 
I’ll to her house at once, and ere an hour, 

I’ll Ifiam the best and worst 1 [ExU, 

Aga, Alas, poor Gottfried I 

Fried, It’s a strange world 1 Here is a plain, shrewd 
fellow. 

With, so much ample sense that when he hears 
Of hearts and homes laid waste through misplaced faith, 
Uplifts his hands in wonderment to think 
Tlmt men can be such fools; and, thanking Heaven 
That he is not as blind as others are, 

He trusts a pretty woman to his friend 1 
Agck But see, she comes 1 Quick! take me hence away. 


Enter Fattstus and Gbetohen, lovingly, Gbetohbn, 
seetny Agatha, cuivanoes to epeak to her, Agatha 
tume about, and exU quicMy with Fbiedbiou. 


Oret. Oh, Faustus, didst thou see? She turned from 
me! 

Fans, Nay, nay, she saw thee not. 

Oret, She saw me welll 

They shun me, one and alL Where’er 1 go, 

My loved oomnanions look at me askance. 

And then, wiui sidelcmg looks and pitying words, 

Th^ whisMr to each other of my shame 1 
Fane, Nay, calm thy fears. They do not speak of thee. 
Oret, Oh, Faustus, Faustus, 

I know the purport of their whispered words. 

As though they had been SMken trumpet-tongued t 
Faua, Nay, never heed them, Qretcnen. 

Chret, Never heed them 1 

They wen my wcwld befom thou cam’st to me. 

Thw loved me, Faustina and they honoured me. 

And now they turn away fipom me^ as thon^ 
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1 bore e deadly pdaon in my glance! 

/biM. Diamiae them fiom thy thoughtai We ^11 go 
hence 

To aome far-distant land whsutf^ none ahall know ns, 

And there the bond of all-foigiving Heaven 
Shall sanctify our love. 

Oret, Oh» Faustna^ Fanstoa^ 

I have thine heart? 

Foul For ever, and for aye! 

Oret, Ah, Heaven is kind to mo, for all my sin I 
For when my heart is more than common sad, 

I need but close my eyes—and aU at once, 

I wander at my will amid the days 
When Uiou and 1 may face the world again. 

And yet I am no fitting mate for thc6. 

Thou, a great lord—^rich, honoured, and beloved-* 

I, a ^r simple, untaught, peasant giril 

Tet bear with me—^my love shall plague thee little. 

Though ever and anon I come to tnee. 

With faltering step and tearful downcast eyesi 
A timid suppliant for such alms of love 
As thou in thy good-will mayst grant to me. 

So, when thou seest, kneeling at thy feet, 

Thy poor, mad, love-sick, trusting, trembling wife^ 

Throw her in charity one little flower 
Out of the boundless garden of thy heart, 

That she may go rejoicing on her way. 

Faua. Thou art, indeed, no fitting mate for me— 

Thou, glorious in the sheen of innocence. {SAt eovera hat 
eyes.) 

I. devil-taught in all unholy art I 

Oh, Oretch^ dearly loving—dearly loved— 

Wronged beyond all r^ir, yet all-forgivin|^ 

The nmple utterance of thy trusting heart 
Is terrible to my unhallowM soul 
As the proclaimed doom of angered Heaven I 
Qrat^ Hushl hush! 

I will not suffer thee to utter treason 
Agsihst my lord. I am but his handmaidsB* 

Yet 1 am jealous of my master’s honour 
of his We. 

Fans. Ah,Oietohen,ifhiBhonoat 
Were tmiW as hia love, thy jealousy 
Might diimbsr imlo dealkl 
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Qrd, (anasAMM^y). But tdl me, Fauatua^ 

When first thou earnest to me in the vision, 

Hadst thou then loved? 

FhiM. (st^Atn^). » Ay, Gretchen, verily I 
Gret. With all thy heart r 

FavA, Alas, with all my heart I 

Gret. {fiddly). Would Heaven that 1 had been the first 1 
Faus, Amen! 

Oret, And when she learnt that thou hadst love for me, 
Did her heart break ? 

Faw, Nay, nay—her love had died 

A y^ before. She fled from me, and I, 

In a mad frensy, born of shattered hopes. 

Gave up the world, and sought forgetfulness 
In the cold cloisters of a monastery. 

For twelve long months, twelve weary, weary months, 

1 strove to keep my ill-considered vows, 

Till, wearying of the sacrilegious lie, 

1 broke my Iwnds, and cost my priesthood from mo. 

Qrei, (aglmut), Faustus! thou art a priest? No, no I 
no, no! 

My senses cheat me, or thou mockest me! 

Fau8, If the mere letter of a reckless vow 
Gould make me priest, I was a priest indeed. 

If vows cast off and scattered to the wind 
Gan free me from my {sriesthood, I am free. 

Oret. {daze£). Q'hou art a priest I mid vowed to Heaven! 
(Suddenly,) W^ then— I 
Oh, God preserve me! lam lost indeed 1 
Oh, grace of Heaven, have merpy on me now! 

Oh, take me hence! oh, free me from my life! 

What have I done! (Growing and falling atfoU qf trow, 
and dinging to it,) Oh, Heaven, pity me 1 
I knew it not 1 thou knowest 1 knew it not f 
Faus, (kneding over her). Gretchen, in Heaven’s eyes I 
am no priest 

Apostate, if thou wilt; but still no priest. 

If there 1^ power in boundless love to heal 
The wound that I have opened in thy heart. 

That boundless love is thine. 

Chrd, (dinging to erase, and sht^nhing/rvm him). Thou 
art a ^est; 

Thou hast a Bride^thy Ghuiohl Thy vows are plighted. 
And thou hast cheated her! Away I away! 
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Lose not a moment—^get thee hence to her—* 

Upon thy knees confess thy faithlessness, 

That she may take thee to her heart again 1 
Be brave—go thou from my i^hallowed arms 
Back to the heavenly Bride from whom thou earnest I 
Faw, Gretchen, be merciful—^have pity on me~ 

Think of our love—know thou lovest me. 

Ihink of the shame that must await thee here. 

If thou art left, imfriended and alone, 

To bear the bui^en I have placed on thee I 

Qr^. 'think not of mo—thy wrong to me is naught^ 
Thy wrong to injured Heaven is all in all I 
Qo, make thy pea>^ with her while yet thou ma^/tit. 

In the rich plenitude of her great heart 

'Thy Bride may ^rdon thecT Oh, Faustus, Faustus 1 

Thou lovest my Wly, and I love thy soull 

Oh, be thou brave as 11 If 1 can go 

From the enduring heaven of thy love 

'To shame and misery unspeakable, 

Ganst thou not yield such mortal heart as 
For the pure love of an eternal Bride? « 

FavA, Too late—my love for thee is all-supreme— 

And while thou livest, as Heaven hears me now, 

I’ll leave thee notl 

Qftt, Faustus, be not deceived. 

I love thee with my heart—^my heart of hearts— 

My very death prayer shall be breathed for thee; 

But, though it rend my heart to keep my vow, 

As there is pardon for a penitent, 

1 will not meet thine eyes on earth again 1 
Nay, touch me not! God pardon Ihee! Farewell! [JSMt 
Fans. My doom is spoken and i bow my head. 

Bo, Gretchen, let it be 1 At thy just bidding 
I go to death in life. There is a tomb 
In which a living, loving man may buiy 
All but his aching heart. I go to it 1 


Mefhibto has entered and overheard 'thU. 

Mtjih. Why, how is this? does not the good work 
prosper? 

CSome^ come, take heart—^^tis but a sommer sUmn— 
M^day, alime^ will bring her to her senses. 
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FauB. Fiend, 1 renounce thee I Give me beck myselL 
Let me go hence; our bond is at an end I 

Nay, that's ungenerous—it is indeed. 

You are a Churchman—my profound respect 
For all your cloth induced me to forego 
The customary writing. Satisfied 
That I was dealing with a holy man, 

I asked no bond—I trusted to your honour. 

And now, to take advantage of my weakness, 

And turn my much-misplaced cr^ulity 
Against myself—nay, 'tis unworthy of you! 

Faus. Poor mocker, hold thy peace—let me go hence, 
Backeto my cloister, Wk to the old blank life I 
My eyes are open and I see the gulf, 

The broad, black gulf, deep as the nether hell. 

To which thou leadest mo 1 Belease thy grasp— 

My heart is changed. Thou hast no hold on me—• 
Accursed of God—our bond is at an end 1 (Breaks from 
him and rushes into the church,) 

Meph. (moving after him, but draunng back at sight of 
the church). The blight of hell upon thy head, false 
priest I 

False priest ? True priest I true to the lying trade 
That 1 have tanght thy smug-faced brotherhood 1 
The old, old doom t My sword against myself I 
As once it was, so ever must it bo! 

Well, go thy ways I 

Go to thy kennel, dog Dominican,* 

And gnaw the fieshless bones of thy dead joy I 
The end has yet to come, and Time’s iny friend. 

But, oh I just Heaven, 

Is the fight fair, when this mine enemy 
May traffic with me till his end is gained, 

Then steep his chicken-soul in penitence, 

And cheat damnation? So it comes to pass 
1 gather fools, blind fools, and only fools 1 
Ob, for the soul of one wise man —but one— 

To show, in triumph, at the Reckoning I 

* The Domintcsiis were stigmatised as “ I^tai Gums"— dogs of 
the Lord. 
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EnUr Gottfried. 

OoU. My search is vain—she is not at her homo. 

Well, patience, patience 1 I ^ust wait for her 
As h^t 1 may! (£!eef Hefuisto.) So, so; whom have 
we here? 

Sorely I know this worthy gentleman ? 

Mtph» Your humble servant, sir t 
Qott, *Tis Faiistus* friend. 

Meph, His very loving friend. But welcome home^ 
Fame has been busy wiw your worship's valour. 

Oott, (anmoutilyy Sir, you can give me nowaof cousin 
Gretchen. 

Is the maid safe and well ? 

MepK Why, as to “ well," 

What loving maid is ever in rude health. 

When he who has her heart is far afield ? 

But as to ** safe "—why, have you not a friend 
Who’s sworn to keep a watch upon her safety ? 

And is not that friend Faustos? Have more faith I « 
Oott, True, true. He has watched over her ? 

4fepA. He has, 

Most conscientiously. He never leaves her. 

Oott, 1 breathe agunl My heart had sunk within me. 

I asked some village girls an hour ago 

For news of her. Well, this one shook her head. 

And that one sighed; a third looked dubious. 

Uncertain whetW she should shake or sigh. 

Then finally did both. I breathe again. 

The maid is well—a littlf:* pale, perhaps* 

But then, poor child—her lover at the wars I 
Twas hardly fair to leave her as you did, 

With a mere cold good-bye.” 

Oott, Why, as for that, 

1 have no claim, alas t to rank as lover. 

Mtph, Ah, pardon me—I know the maiden's heart. 

Oott. Sir, you are jesting 1 

' Me^, Jesting? Ifotatall* 

For two months past, the town, from end to end. 

Has known no topic but vour worship's valour; 

And while she trembled for your well-being, 

Her bosom swelled with pride when brave men told 
Of Gottfried's cbivalty. Ob, mark my words, 
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You have gained more promotion than you wot of I 
QfiU, Gan this be true? 

dfepA. Quite true—^but see, she comes. 

With your permission, and no doubt you'll grant it, 

I will withdraw—^but eA I take my leave. 

Allow me to congratulate yon both 
On the great happiness in store for you. 

Oott, You're more than good 1 
Meph. Some people seem to think so^ 

But then they flatter me—^ha I ha I Good day I \E%it. 

Oott At last! at last! Why, how I tremble! Strange! 
I am but little moved at thought of death. 

I've stared his kingship out of countenance 
A dozen times a day. 

But, in the presence of this gentle child. 

My well-beloved and loving kinswoman, 

I am no better than a shaking coward I 

Enter Gbetgheh. 

Oott GretchenI At last! 

Oret. (amazed), Gottfried! 

Chtt Ay, home again! 

Hale, sound, and whole, with money in my purse. 

And a good-sounding title to my name. 

So give me joy ol it. Why, how is this? 

Hast thou no welcome for me, cousin Gretchen ? 

Gref, (with an effort). Ay, welcome home, dear Gott- 
liied I welcome home! 

Oott, But whereiore dost thou sigh? 

Oret. Nay, heed me not, 

But tell me of thyself—the country side 
Bings with the tidings ol thy valour. 

Oott, Bah! 

1 am no hero, Gretchen, in myself— 

A plain, rude man, with just so much o. sense] 

As to go gladly two leagues round about 
To save a broken crown; who loves not blood<« 

Unless, indeed, it be his own, and that 
He loves too well to lose it willingly! 

8o^ cousin Gretchen, 

If there be aught of valour in my deedi^ 

The merit of it is thine own, not mine. 

Oret, Mine, Gottfried? mine? 
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Chit, Ay, for it oame from thoe I 

It lires for thee, and it will die with thee 1 

Grctchen, my dearly loved- 

Chret. Oh, Gottfried I Got Ifriedl 

Chit, For many a year, at home and far away, 

I’ve had thee at my heart, but did not dare 
To speak to thee of love. Misjudge me not—* 

1 do not blush that 1 have loved thee, Gretchen. 

God sent such truth and virgin innocence 
To teach rough men how holy love may be. 

Let that man blush Qf such a one there live) 

Who knows thy maiden heart and loves thee not. 

I would not be that man I '* 

But if, in giving tongue to my dumb love, 

I overstep the boun^ of reverence, 

Look down in pity on my poor mad heart; 

And tell me gently that for man to hope 
For more than sister-love from such as thou 
' Is more than man should dare—and 1*11 believe it I 
Chret. Gottfried, have mercy on me and bo silent 1 
Dear Gottfried—brother, be my brother still! 

Oh, be my brother—I have need of thee I 
Su^ need 1 Oh, Heaven pity me, such need! 

Qott. Gretchen, my sister, if no more than brother. 

Then always brother, now as heretofore 1 

Why dost thou weep ? Nay, nay, take heart again. 

Tell me thy sorrow. 

Gret, {aghast). Tell it unto thee t 
No, not to thcel I have my punishment. 

If thou hast love for me—I know thou hast-^ 

Go, pray with all thy heart for such as I. 

If thou hast pity—and I know thc.u hast— 

Ask me no more, but go and pray for me I 

Qott. Well, be it so. Enough that thou hast cause 
To hide thy grief. May Heaven lighten it 1 
I seek to know no more. My love for thee 
Is deathless as the faith it feeds uix)n! 

, Qret. Thy love for me comes of thy futh in me? 
Ch)ttfried 1 

Lot thy love die I Uproot it from thine heart; 

It feeds on falsehood I Oh, uproot the weed; 

It bath no place amid the God-grown flowers-«i 
Truth, steadfast honour, simple manliness— 

That blossom in that goodly garden-land. 
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Let thy love die, brave heart; I am unworthy I 
QoiU (Jiorrcr~8truch). Gretchen 1 what aarest thou ? 
Unworthy? And of what? Of such as 1? 

(^After a pause.) God hel^ me if I read thy words aright! 
Thou, Gretchen, thou ? No, no—it could not he 1 
Thou, Gretchen ? Oh, mankind is not so base I 
Gref. Oh, Gottfried, pity me—^my heart is broken I 
Gott, Oh, my poor love—my gentle angeUheart 1 
Oh, death, kind death—that thou canst surely strike, 
Hadst thou no pity on this poor fair flower ? 

Oh, death, kind death. 

Would Heaven’s mercy thou hadst been at hand. 

To fold my darling in thy sheltering wings! 

(WitA suelden/ury.) His name? Quick 1 quick 1 His 
name! 

Gret. (^wildly). Nay, ask me not I 
In this have mercy! 

Gott. {d/rawin^ his sword). Quick—^his name, 1 say I 
Gret. No, no—ah, Gottfried, spare him! 

Gott. Quick—his name! 

Gret. He loved me, Gottfried—spare him—he is gone. 
Oh, Gottfried, Gottfried—1—— {Falls senselesB at his 
feet.) 

Gott. Come hither, all! 

^Duriny these lines the Soldiers, Fbibdbxch, and 
Girls have entered. 

His name, give mo his name I {They turn away^ Why, 
how is this 1 

Why turn you from me, comrades ? Have you heard ? 
Fried. Ay, Gottfried, we have heard. 

Gott. A curse on you I 

Why hold you back his name? 

Fried. In mercy to thee. 

Gott. (seizing him and threatening Atm). Have mercy on 
thyself! Am I in mood 
To play with words ? I charge thee on thy life. 

Give me his name. 

Fried. Then steel thy heart to hear it. 

They say it was thy friend! 

QoU, My friend? 

Friad, Ay, Fsustus I 

Goff. Faustus? Hy friend? They lie! 

Ear. Alas, alas! 

She ha^h copfessed the trath| 

II, 


0 
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GotL Oh, earth and heaven! 

Are there no bounds to human devil-hood ? 

Are heaven’s weapons sheathed ? Is honour dead ? 

Has innocence cast off her mft jesty ? ( Unhooks hw aodbbard 
and breaks it.) 

Away! away! 1 have no need of thee! 

C^d, trusty sword, henceforth sheathless thou 
Until I home thee to the very hilt 
Id the foul slough of his accursed hearts 
His heart, and then—mine own! 


ACT IV. 

Room in Martha’s cottage; a couch in recess of window. 
Night, A smcUl lamp burning on pedestal table at head 
of couch. 

Enter Lisa from without, meeting Martha. ^ 

Mar. (anxiously). Well, hast thou seen the holy Anselm? 
Lisa. Yes; 

Yet but one moment I had been too late. 

Old Karl is dying, and the holy man. 

Being called in Imste to minister to him. 

Was on the eve of starting as I came. 

Mar, (testily). Old Karl! Must he needs die this very 
night! 

But thou didst toll the holy man that Gretchou 
Was sorely ill, and stood in urgent need 
Of his most comfortable ministry ? 

Xuu. Yes, yes. Alas that it should be the truth! 

He promised he would come without delay. 

How fares our loved one ? Is her mind at rest ? 

Mar. Alas, 1 fear that death draws nigh apaoel 
lliero is a strange look in her wondering e^es 
'That is not of this world—a bright calm ligh^ 

As though she saw far, far beyond the grave. 

When she is taken. Heaven help the poor! 

There’s not an ailing soul for miles around 
Who does not bless her ministering hand! 
jAm, If the old tale be true, when such as shft 
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Are taken hence to their appointed heaven, 

Good angels come to earth to take their place 
And finish their good works; and so the poor 
Who looked to them aro clothed and comlorted. 

The hungry fed, the sicR and dying healed. 

Jfar. Her work is all her own, and would be so 
Though Heaven sent the best of all good angels! 

[Gubtchkn appears at doovy dressed iu white. She 
is pale and weak, 

Oret. Lisa, thy hand! 

Lisa, Gretchen, what dost thou here 

Gret. My heart is sad. I cannot rest iu peace. 

Mar, But thou shouldst not have left thy bed, dear 
child. 

The night is cold. 

Oret, Alas, it matters little ! 

The end is near—the tale is nearly toM. 

Lisa, Nay, nay—not yet! not yet! Oh, Gretchen, 
Gretchen 1 

While life remains to thee, pray thou for life I 
Oh! pray, pray, pray I 

For Heaven hears the prayers of such as thoiu 
Oh, mercy, mercy on my misery! 

How shall I live without thy saving love ? 

How shall 1 die when thou are gone from me? 

Oh! Gretchen, stay with us, oh! stay with usl 
As thou, in the rich love of thy great heart. 

Didst look in pity on my bygone sin, 

Have mercy on the love 1 live upon. 

And pray for life I Oh, Gretchen, pray for life I 
Oret, Lisa, 

I looked in pity on thy bygone sin 
In the poor pride of an untempted heart. 

As one to whom such sorrow could not comob 
1 looked upon such unknown sin as thine 
As a rich queen mi^ht look upon starvation-* 

In pitying wonder uiat such things could be. 

And now —^ 

God pardon me, as thou wast, so am 1! 

LUa, But, Gretchen, think of him, he loveth thee I 
His heart is all thine own, oh, live for him 1 
Oh, Gretchen, for his sake, if not for ours I 
Bemember him—his life's in thy hands 1 
Qnl. Bemember him! 
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Ay, I remember him! Had I the power 
To blot him from my aching memory, 

Even as 1 have tom him from my heut, 

Then 1 could die in hope I (j 
Mar, Ah! Gretchen, Grctchen, 

Pray Heaven thy love ^0 dead! 

Uret. I have no love. 

There is no biding place for earthly love 
Within a heart rent with the agony 
Of sacrilege, unpardoned, unatoned. 

Her minister! her chosen instrument! 

And I- Oh, H- aven, have mercy on my soul! 

I knew it not—thou knowest I knew it not I weep- 

ing on the couch,) 

Mar, Who knocks ? 

LUa (oj> 0 ntnp door), *Tis Father Anselm. 

Enter Anbblm, followed by Faubtus, who is in a TnonEs 
dress, his faxt hidden by his cowl, 

Ans, Bmedfcitel 

la this the poor sick maid who seeks our aid ? 

(To Gbetohen, who is still sobbing.) Nay, dry thy tears, 
my child*; however grave 
Thy burden, Heaven’s grace will lighten it. 

(To Mabtha.) Old Karl is even at the point of death. 

And I must go to him; but take good heart; 

This holy father will abide with her 
Until 1 come again. The old man’s house 
Is near at hand ? 

Mar, Good father, follow me 

And 1 will dead thee thither. 

Ans, Be it so. 

\Eoiefmt Anselm and Martha. Exit Lisa hy 
another door. Gbetohen weeping at couch. 
Fans, (remouing his eoud), Gretchen I 

€hret. (starting up omoMiS), Than here! Oh, Faustus, 
get thee hence. 

Have 1 not sinned enough, that thou hast come 
To fill my dying heart with thoughts of thee? 

I am not thine! Go, leave me to myself. 

Fans, As stamds a felon at the judgment-seat, 

Bent with th<* burden of his publishra shame, 

*'and I before thee! 
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GM, I am not thy judge. 

FavA, I have been judged, and to my lifelong doom 
I bow. Yet by the love of long ago— 

By the pure days when yet that love was young, 

Shed but one ray of light—one gleam of hope 
Upon the darkness of my dungeoned soul 1 
Qret, What wouldst thou with me? Speak, my hour is 
brief. 

Fata, Time was when every tongue was eloc^uent 
With legends of thy God-sent charity. 

Gretchen, 

Of all the starving crowd thy hands have fed« 

NevAr was wretch so famine-worn as L 
Of all the agony thy words have soothed, 

Kever soothed they such agony as mine! ^ 

I come to thee, as others came to thee. 

In shame and sorrow—^hungry and atHirst, 

For pity and for pardon. 

Oret. Oh, Faustus, is it meet that thou and I, 

Two trembling sinners, guilty hand in hand, 

Should ask each other's mercy ? Who am 1 
That 1 should deal in pardons I 
Faus, (wildly). What am I 

That 1 should live unpardoned I Hear my prayer. 

And save me from myself. Thy love is dead. 

So let it rest—'tis fit that it should die. 

1 would not raise it from its solemn grave 
For all the joy that it would bring to me. 

I pray thy pity, Gretchen, not thy love. 

Orel, Kneel thou to Heaven, and not to such as I; 

So shall thy pardon come from that great Source 
From which alone can pardon profit thee. 

My time is brief—1 have to m^e my TOace I {Exit, 

Fam. Gone! And with her, my omy hope on earth! 
Oh, Heaven, send me my death—send me my death. 

And all that follows death 1 Am 1 to live 
With this black blight upon my tortured soul. 

Or carry wijbh me into dark old age 
The canker of an unforgiven sin? 

Gms^not the world with my unhallowed life, 

Or me, with life on this thy goodly world! 

Send me my death, oh Heaven—me my death I 

[Fwb soUAiy on friMs. Door opem, and OorenaD 
anien, with twoid drawn, and another in Am 
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hand, Hepausea, advances to Faustus, atrikea 
him heavdy on the ahoulder,cmd puJta one avwrd 
on table. 

Gott, Sleeper, awake 1 Thiiie hour or mine hath come! 
Faua. {starting and turning round). Gottfried 1 
Gott. Ay, Gottfried I Oh, mine enemy 1 

Arise, destroyer 1 Thou that layest waste 
The flowers of heaven with thy plague-laden blast 1 
Thou devil-wielded scourge 1 Thou thief of souls I 
Make thine account with God—thy course is run! 

Faua. Spare thou thy harbdd words for worthier foes. 
There is a voice within my tmrtured heart 
To whose anathemas thine utterance * 

Is hut a kindly whisper. Use thy sword 1 

Gott. Then strip thy monkish frock, and take thy guard. 
Strip off thy frock, I say—or does it cling 
More closely to thy limbs than heretofore ? 

Time was when thou couldst cast thy slough at will. 

Has that time gone? or does thy craven heart 
Seek sanctuary in a Churchman's garb ? 

[Involuntarily Faustus gra^ aword on table. 
Despair thy hope—the rag will serve thee not. 

Monk or no monk, as Heaven defends the right, 

To-night thou diest I so arm and take thy guard I 
Faua. (after a pause throws down sword), Gottfried, 1*11 
flght thee not. lliy cause is just. 

I am a blot upon the fruitful world. 

Away with me! 1 have no claim to live t 
Gott. Defend thy life I Base as thy soul has sliown, 

T would not be thine executioner; 

Yet, by the rood, defence or no defence^ 

I will fulfil ihy mission. Take thy sword I 
1 know no mercy whenl warVrith hell! 

Faua. {passionately). Strike, Gottfried, strike! In the 
g(W days gone by 

Thy loving hand was ever on the stretch 
To aid me with a hundred ofiioes, 

The least of which should knit my heart to Ahine 
As brother’s heart to brother. Grown thy work 

Enter GiiETCHKir; s%0 e^mda horrified. 

With this the kindliest of thy kindly deedsi {Tearing 
opera hia gown^ 
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Oomnde in arms—brother in all but blood— 

Here is mj heart—kill the accursed thing. 

It eats my flesh! Strike surely and strike deep! 

Quit, So it then^ Thine hour has cornel Good 
sword. 

That never yet shed undefended blood, 

1 pray thy pardon for the infamy 
1 place upon thee t 

[Gottfried is cAout to futrihe, Gbetchen staggen 
forward and phms hersdf htfore Fadstus, 
with her arms extended to protect him, 

Qret. Gottfried! stay thy hand, 

Or slky me with him! Oh, for shame, for shame 1 
Is this thy love for me ? He is to me 
As 1 to thee, and wouldst thou prove thy love 
By slaying him to whom my heart is given ? 

Gottfri^ r 

J place thy brotherhood upon the test, 

And by that test, so shall it stand or fall. 

If it be free from the base taint of earth. 

As I believe it, from my heart, to be. 

It will arise unshaken from the proof. 

If it be as the love of other men. 

Slay him—and me! {Kneeling to him^ My brother—oh, 
my brother I 

I know thy love—this is its counterfeit; 

I know thy love—thou wouldst lay down thy life 
To add one hour to mine. Thou wouldst not rob 
The few brief hours that yet are left to me! 

Thou seest, I know thy love I Oh, brother, brother, 

Be strong in mercy I Is his wrong to thee 
Less than his wrong to me ?—^and I forgive him 1 
May Heaven have pity on my woman’s heart— 

I love this man 1 

€htt, {after a patue). Go, sir—^I spare thy lUe, 

My heart has lost its vigour, and my hand 
Is stayed against thee. Go! thou knowest now 
The virtue of her love—its alchemy 
Hath made %ee sacred in mine eyes! Go, sir. 

Amend thymis-spent life—she loveth thee I 
When evil thoughts assail thine impious soul, 

Kemember that, despite thy wrong to her. 

She loveth thee! 

If a man’s heart is beating in thy breast, 
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That amulet ^ould hold thee Satan-proof! [JEmi. 

Faw, Ghretchen, I thank thee for my granted life, 

For it hath taught me that, for all my sin, 

Thine heart is turned towai^ me. But for that, 

’Twere better I had died by Gottfried’s hand 
Than by mine own t 

Gret, Faustus, thou shalt not die. 

Oh, Faustus, Faustus I I am marked for death— 

Is not one life enough I 
jPaus. Ay, verily. 

So that that life bo mine. I must atone! 

Grti, Thou sholt atone, for thou hast greatly sinned— 
Thou shalt atone with worthy deeds lifelong; ' 

Thou shalt atone with steadfast, humbled heart. 

With faith, and truth, and works of charity. 

Atone with life—with brave and blameless life. 

And not with coward death. Besign thyself. 

Enter Lisa. 

Heaven wills that thou shouldst live—that I should die— 
So let us yield ourselves to Heaven’s will 1 

[Gbetghbn grows gradually fainter, Faustus Jeods 
her to cotich. 

Enter Mabtha and Akselu. 

jlfor. Too late I Oh, Heaven, too late! 

Lisa. Oh, Gretcben, Oretchen! 

Poor loved one—speak to us—one word I one word 1 
Oh, Heaven, pity us! 

Gret. „ FTay, gentle one. 

Weep not for Oretchen—^three sad mouths ago 
Poor Oretchen dicvl I ’Tis a long time to mourn. 

Three months I Nay, Martha, dry thine eyes again. 

And deck thyself as for a hdiday. 

Rejoice with me— 

The days of mourning for thy kinswoman ^ 

'Are past and gone I 

Fdus, Oh, Oretchen—oh, my love— 

My heart will break. Oretchen, tell me, at least. 

That thou forgivest me 1 

[Faint (ndioat/dtu qf coming daylight ore aMi 
'* through window. 
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Gnt, I love thee, Faustue 

Ah me! but it is meet tha,^ I should die, 

For I can turn my head, but not my heart— 

And I can close mine eyp, but not my heart-* 

And still my foolish tongue, but not my heart-* 

So, Faustus, it is meet that 1 should die! 

Weep not— [Faustus rises and turns towaids Akselu. 

1 go from Death to Life—^from Night to Day! 

Weep not—^my heart is glad, and all my cares 
Fold their black wings and creep away abashed. 

As shrinks the night before the coming dawn. 

[jT/te lamp at her feet hegim to die otU, Hbpbisto 
• is seen at door. 

Farewell I 

'the hand of death is heavy on my heart, 

The little lamp of life is dying out. 

It matters not—the dreary Night is past, 

And Daylight is at hand 1 

[iSAe raises her hands toivards the rising sun, which 
is seen through the window. Her hand falls 
slowly and she dies, as the light at her head goes 
ov^, and the sky is filled with the splendour of 
the coming day, Anselm, oonsding Faustus. 
raises his crucifix in the air. Mbphisto, at 
door, cowers before it. During Gbetchen’s 
speech, the music of an organ is n&ird faintiy; 
it swells into a loud peal as Gbetchen dies. 
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ACT I. 

Scene. —A shabby hut pretentious sitting-room in Colonel 
O'Fifp’b house. Breakfast laid, Enter Tom Cobb, with 
open letter in hU hand. 

Tom. I haven’t a penny—1 haven’t the ghost of a prospect 
of a ^ny. In debt everywhere, and now I’m told that judg¬ 
ment’s been signed against me for £250 by the cruellest Jew in 
Christendom 1 Upon my soul, it’s enough to make a fellow shy 
things about, I swear it isl But everything always did go 
wrong with me, even before I was born, for 1 was mways ex¬ 
pected to be a girl, and turned out something quite different, 
and no lault of mine, Fm sure 1 {Prtdvemg pistcd.') Oh, if 
I was only quite, quite sure I knew how to it, I’d blow 
my brains out this minute 1 1 would, upon my wmd and 
honour! 


Enter Matilda. 

Med. Eh! an^ what good ’Id that do,dear? 

Tom. It would rid the world of an unhappy wretch. The 
world’s a beast, and I hate it. 

Mat. Then if you hate it, what d’ye want to be doing it a 
good turn for? Sure it would be a bad bargain, lovey, for 
you'd lose the world, whereas the world Id only lose you. 
\TakeipM awayfiem him.) 
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Tom. There’s trutii in that. 

Mat If I was you, dear, I’d go on living to spite it. 

Tom. Oh, ain’t that small I Oh, ain't that like a woman! 

Mixt. And, after all, ye’ro not; so badly ofif. Don’t ye bc«rd 
and lodge on nominal turr’ms with a rale cornel ? 

Tom, Yes, that’s true enough. 

Mat. And ain’t ye engaged to a rale cornel’s daughter? 
And isn’t that something to live lor? {Qoes to table af^ cuts 
bread and butter.) 

Tom (jseat&l). Oh, Pve plenty to live for, but I’ve nothing 
to live on. Upon toy word, Matilda, when you come to think 
of it, it w a most i xtraordinary thing that I can’t get any 
patients! I’m a qualified practitioner, right endughl I’ve 
passed the College of Surgeons! 

Mat. So have I, dear, often. 

Tom. You can’t be more a surgeon than I am, put it how 
you will; but nobody seems to know it, and I’m sure I don’t 
know how to tell ’em. I can’t send sandwich men about with 
advertisements—the College wouldn’t like that. I can’t hang 
placards out from a real colonel’s balcony, “ Walk up, walk up, 
this is the Shop for Amputations!” or, "To marri^couples 
and others ”—the Horse Guards wouldn’t like that. (Taking up 
aiTving-knife^ Upon my word, Matilda, when 1 look at you, 
and reflect that there isn’t an operation in the whole range of 
practical surgery that 1 shouldn’t be delighted to perform upon 
you at five minutes’ notice for nothing, why, it doee seem a 
most extraordinary thing that I can’t get any patients 1 

Enter CoiiONEL O’Fxpp, in eeedy, ehowy dreteingf-gown, 

0‘Fi. Good momin’, Thomas; M!;tildn, my own, the mornin 
to ye, (Kme$ her.) Breakfast ready? That’s well. Good 
appetite, Thomas 1 (They sit to breakfast.) 

Tom. Tremendous. ('Taking an egg.) 

O^Fi. (aside). Then I’ll spile it for ye. (Aloud.) Don’t crack 
that egg till you’re sure ye’ll want it. (Takes it from him.) 
Thomas Cobb, I’m goin* to have a wurt’d or two with ye about 
your prospects, dorr. 

'Tom. Oh, Lord 1 (Twms away from his b^kfad.) 

0‘Fi. When I gave my consint to yer engagement with me 
beautiful and beloved daughter- Don’t cry, my child. 

Mat, No, pa. (Takes an egg.) 

(fFif Ye tould me ye were about ,to purchase a practice; 
and, like a mmple old soldier, I bdieved ye^ 
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Mat, Sure, and so he was. IKdn’t ye introduce him to Ben 
Isaacs, anfi didn't he lend him the money to do it? 

Tom, Which your papa immediately exchanged for bills. 

€^Fi, Which is another tyrr'm for money. 

Tom, Another term for money ? 

Mat, Papa has always been accustomed to regard his lO.U.'s 
as currency. 

Tom, Why, who do you suppose would sell me a practice for 
a bundle of your LO.U.'s ? 

0*Fi. My name, sorr, is considered in the City to be as good 
for a thousand pounds as for a hundred. 

Mat. Papa’s is one of the oldest names in the kingdom. 

O'Fi, Ves, sorr. And let me tell ye it’s on some of the oldest 
bills .in the kingdom, too. Such is the value of my name that 
I suppose 1 have renewed oftener than any man aloivel And 
it isn’t every man that can say that] 

Tom. But when I try to discount your raper, capitalists 
always say, Who’s O’Fipp?” And when 1 tell ’em he’s a 
colonel, they say, " What’s he a colonel of? *' 

G*Fi. Colonel of a regiment, to be sure. 

Tom, Yes, but in what service ? 

(yFi, Never mind the surrvice, sorr. It was the 27th ridg- 
ment of it. That’s enough for any man. There’s many a 
surrvice besides the British surrvice, 1 believe, sorr? 

Tm. Oh, 1 believe there’s a good many. 

0*Fi, There’s the Spanish surrvice, sorr*~acd the Plungarian 
surrvice—and the Italian surrvice, and the French surrvice, and 
the- 

Mat, And the dinner surrvice. 

Tom. And the Church Service. 

O’JFs. No, sorr. When a gintleman asks me my ridgment, ho 
has a right to know it, and 1 tell him at once. But when he asks 
me in what surrvice, sorr, why that’s a piece of impertinent 
curiosity, and I ask him “ what the devil he meuis by it ? ” 

Tom, Oh, Vva sure /don’t care; the regiment's quite enough 
for me. But then 1 ain’t a capitaHst. 

0*Fi, Well, sorr, let ns come to the p’int. For two months 
ye’ve been engaged to my lovely and accomplished daughter 
—— Don't cry, my love. (To Matilda.) 

Mat, No, pa. (Taiku an ^g,) 

(FFi, And ye'ie as for from marrying her as iver. Nuw 
during the last two months my pqor child's been wastin' toe 
best years of W loife, and she can't wait much longer.—Can 
ye, Udatilda ? 
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Mat. ’Deed, and I ean*t then. I’m tventy-noine and a bit. 

O’Fi. She’s twentj-noine—and a bit! Now it’s roight to 
toll ye, and you too, Matilda, that a gintleman of good birth, 
irreproachable morals, and a coi;eiderable command of r^v 
money, has done me the honour to propose for me daughter's 
hand. 1 say no more, sorr. As a man of honour there’s two 
courses open to ye, and I leave ye to decide which of ’em ye’ll 
take. [FxiU 

Tom (tra great grief). Matilda, did you hear that ? 

Mat , Ygs, Tom, I heard that. 

Tom {furiotis). Who is the scoundrel who has dared to 
aspire to your hand ? 

Mat. ’Deed, and I don’t know, but it’ll be some '-one who's 
leadin’ money to papa. I ginerally go with the bills. 

Tom {aghast). What! 

Mat. When a body falls in love with me, papa ginerally 
borrows money of him, and he gives bills, and I go with ’em. 
It’s a rule of the family. (Bises.) 

Tom. But surely you’ll never countenance such a bargain ? 

Mat. 'Deed, and 1 don’t want to, Tom dear, but I’ve counter 
nanced it for thirteen years, and sure it ’Id look odd refuse 
now. Besides, dear, I’m not as young as I was. 

Tom. No, but then you’re not as old as you might be. 

Mat. No, but I’m as old as I mean to be. There’s razin for 
ye, Tom, and ye want it. 

Tom. Well, I’m sure 1 don’t know what to do; I’m at my 
jrits’ end. 

Mat. Then it’s the beginning end, and there’s hope for ye 
yet. {Knock.) 

Tom. Who’s that? 

Mat, There, now, if it ain’t your fdend WhipL.e’s carriage! 

Tom, Whipple! Whipple with a carriage! A fool, an 
impostor, a quack, with a carriage! What does he want to 
come daunting his one>horse fly in my face for? There, I 
actually did that man’s botany papers mr him at the College, 
and now he’s rolling in fever patients,—literally facing in fever 
patients,—while I haven’t one to my back 1 

Mat. Well, maybe he’ll help ye if ye ask him. He’s a 
pleasant man. 

Tom. Pleasant, is he? I don’t know what yon call pleasant. 
Why, there’s a squalid old pauper idiot, a patient of his, who’s 
got no name of his own, and Whipple christened him Tom 
Cobb, because he says he’s the ugliest old lunatic he ever saw 
and reminds him of me. And all the boys in the neighbour- 
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hood have taken it up, and he’s been known as Tom Cobb for 
the last two years. That’s pleasant of Whipple. 

Mat. Sure, it’s his joke. 

Tom. Tes, I know it’s bi| joke, but I don’t like his joke. 
One Tom Cobb’s enough at a time, and— (iaki‘,ig out 
if 1 was only quite, quite sure 1 knew how to load it, I’d snuff 
one of ’em out this minute. 1 would; upon my word and 
honour, I would! [Ricit Cobb. 

Mat. Poor 1'om! He’s an innocent boy, and he’s fond of 
me, and 1 like him too, and it’s a pity he ain’t rich. And now 
who's the gentleman with the command of ready money who's 
proposed for me, I’d like to know ? 


Bid. Mr. Whipple. 


EnUr Biddt. 


Enter Wbifpijs. 


[Eodt Biddt. 


Whi. Miss Matilda, don’t think me premature for calling, 
but I came because 1 realty couldn’t wait any longer. 

Mat. And ye did right; sit ye down. 

Whi. I couldn’t help it; you’re not angry ? {SUb.) 

Mat. Not 11 If ye couldn’t help it, what were ye to do? 

(Si^ 

Whi. I declare I haven’t slept a wink all night from anxiety. 

jifaf. Would ye like to take a snooze on the sofa? 

Whi. A snooze ? Miss Matilda, hasn’t your father told you ? 

Mat. Told me—told me what? 

Whi. Why, that I- 

Mat. Ye niver mean to sit there and tell me ye’re the young 
gintleman of high family, unblemished morals, and considerable 
command of re^y money ? 

Whi. That’s me—^he haa told you. Yes, Miss Matilda, I have 
dared— 

Mat. But don’t ye know I’m engaged to your friend, Tom 
Cobb? 

Whi. Tom Cobb! Yes, I know you are. A mule, a clod, 
an unsuccessful dad. Yes, 1 know he’s tied to yon as a log is 
tied to the leg df a runaway donkey. 1 beg your pardon—I 
don’t mean t&t; but you can’t really love him? 

Mat. ’Deed, and I like him very well then. He’s a good boy. 
But tell me now—is it bills? 

Whi. {rather taken aback). Well, yes; since you put it like 
that, it i» bills. 

n. t 
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Mat, Then 1 tell ye what, Mr. Whipple; Fm tired of being 
handed over with stamped paper. 

Whi, (earnestly). There was no stamp on it; indeed, there 
was no stamp on it. It was an HO.U. 

Jlfa^ It's the same thing. I like Tom Cobb better I 
like you, and if he'll marry me in a month I’ll have him, and if 
he won’t, why I’ll talk to you. There's your answer now, and 
don’t bother again. 

Whi. In a month I (Aside.) In a month 1 He shan*t 
marry her in a month! If I can only manage to get him out 
of the way, and keep him there for a few weeks! (Sudderdy.) 
I’ll do it 1 It'll cost mcjiey, but I'll do it. 


Enter Tois . Cobb. 

Ah! Tom, my boy, I’m delighted to see you; how uncom¬ 
monly jolly you’re looking, to be sure! 

Tom (very miserably). Yes, I should say 1 was looking un¬ 
commonly jolly. 

Whi, Why, what's the matter? ^ 

Tom. Why, a good many things; and look here, Whipple, I 
wish next time you want a god£ither for a nameless pauper 
you'd choose somebody else. 

Whi, Oh! you mean ugly old Tom Cobbl I bog your 
pardon—but he was so like you I couldn’t help it. But there, 
that needn't distress you—for he died last night, and there’s an 
end of him. Never mind, old boy. I'll make it up to you some 
day. 

Tom (fitedefenZy). Will you ? Whipple, I'm in an awful fix 
about Ben Isaacs' bills; now you’re well off—I did ^ ^ur botany 
paper for you at the College—will you lend me £250 on my 
personal security ? I want a plain answer—yes or no. 

Whi, My dear boy, of course; with pleasure. 

Tom (ddight^ onJ surprised). My dear Whipple 1 

Whi, You shall have it, of course. (Fedinyfor his hemdiker- 
ehief) 

Tom. When ? , 

Whi. Why, now, if you like. 

Tom. What—tiie money? 

Wii, No; the plain answer. (Ted^s out hawikerchie/, uses 
it, and retail it.) I haven't a penny at my bankers. I’ve lent 
it all—to the colonel. What have you done with the money ? 

Torn, Well, I lent it all to—the Colonel He borrowed it the 
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veiy day he agreed to my engagement with Matilda; didn't be, 
dear? 

(c?ear»ny away IreaJ^ait things). Just that very same 
day, dear. Directly after I t»ld him ye were going to propose 
for me, and immediately before ye did it. 

Whi, Good soldier, the Colonel. 

Tom, Oh, he didn't borrow it because he wanted it; he bor^ 
rowed it to prevent my wasting it in foolishness. He said so; 
but I should like to have a go in at some foolishness now and 
then, if it was only a pair of trousers or half a dozen socks. 

M(U, Yes, ye want socks. 

{Exit Matilda with breakfast things, 

Tom, Sut what's the use of socks to a man who's going to 
blow his brains out? Whipple, 1 do assure you on my honour, 
if I knew a safe and perfectly painless way of popping out of 
this world into comfortable quarters in the next, I'd adopt it— 
upon my word and honour. I'd adopt it! 

Whi. (suddenly). Do you mean that ? 

Tom, Yes, 1 mean that. 

Whi. Then I'll help you. Now, observe: my old paufier 
patient, Tom Cobb, died last night. He hasn't a friend or re¬ 
lation in the world to claim him. Well, I certify to his death, 
and he's comfortably buried, and there's an end of old Tom 
Cobb. 

Tom. The ugly one? 

Whi, The ugly one, of course. 

Tom. I don’t see what you're driving at. 

Whi, Don't you? Why, if Tom Cobb's de.ad and buried, 
what becomes of the bill Tom Cobb gave Den Isaacs? 

Tom, But the ugly Tom Cobb never gave a bill. (A light 
breaks upon him.) Oh, you canning devil! 

Whi, Now then, what d'ye say to dying by deputy ? 

Tom, By Jove, it's worth thinking of. 

Whi. Worth thinking of? It's worth jumping at without 
stopping to think at all. 

2bm. I believe you're right. (After a pause.) I'll do it! 
I'm a dead man! I can come to life again, I suppose, when 
Hike? 

Whi. Oh yes, under another name. But you'll have to hide 
away for a few months. 

Tom, Oh, ah; but (turning out his]^elKts)hxm about burial 
fees? 

Whi. Will five and twenty pounds do it? 

Tom, Five and twenty pounds will just do it. 
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Wki, Then come along at once to my house, and take leave 
of this life. 

2bm. But youll let me take a last farewell of Matilda? 

Whi, No, no; bother Matilda! {^Taking his arm.) 

Tom, Oh, but you mustn’t bother Matil^! 

Whi. Now, now, do come along. 

Tom. Hang it all, let me see her before the tomb closes over 
me for three months! 

Whi. No, you can write to her; now, come at once, or 1 
won’t help you. 

Tom. Then farewell, Matilda; I go to my doom. Whipple, 
during my decease I coi fide her to you. ^ a mother to her. 
{Kming photograph^ b'arewell, unhappy Matilda; (je true to 
my memory, for I’m as good as dead, and you’re engaged to a 
body 1 (He staggers out wildly, followed hy Whipple.) 

Bkter Matilda. 

Mat, Now, where’s he gone with Whipple, Fd like to know? 
That Whipple’s up to some bedevilment with him, FU go 
baiL « 


Enter Biddy. 

Bid. Please, miss, here’s a young lady as says she mnst see 
you, and won’t take no denial. 

Mat. A young lady ? 

Enter Gasoline, in greed agitation. She is a romantio-ltMdnng 
young lady, with long curls and gwhing, poetical demeanour. 
She pauses melodramatieaily. 

Car, Matilda 1 Don’t ye know me ? 

Mat. ’Deed, and I don’t. Why, if it isn’t my old school¬ 
fellow, Carrie Effingham I It’s Carrie, as Pm a living sinner 1 

Car, Yes; I came to town yesterday; and though ten long 
weary years have flown since lut we met, X could not pass my 
dear old friend’s abode without one effort to awake those 
slumbering chords that, struck in unison, eter found ready 
echoes in our sister hearts. 

Mai. Why, ye talk nonsense as well as ever, dear; but Fm 
glad to see ye. {She sits. Cabolxne Xmeels at her feet.) 

Car, How well^bow very well you’re looking—and, heavens! 
how lovely t 
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Moit. Yes, dear. Te’re lookin* older. Ye*re not married yet, 
I suppose? 

Car, Alas, no! (Wiping her eyet.') 

Mai, Don’t fret, dear; it’ll^come. 

Car. Oh, Matilda, a maiden’s heart should be as free as the 
summer sun itself; and it’s sad when, in youth’s heyday, its 
trilling gladness has been trodden underfoot by the iron-shod 
heel of a serpent! 

Mat. Yes; it's sad when that’s happened. Tell me all 
about it. 

Car, Swear that, come what may, no torture shall ever 
induce yc^i to reveal the secret 1 am going to confide to you ? 

Mat, Oh, I’ll swear that with pleasure. 

Oar. Will you believe me wW I tell you thaWl have 
loved? 

Mat, Oh yes! 

Car. And that I have been loved in return? 

Mat, Well, ye—es. Oh yes; it’s possible. 

Car, He was a poet^ldier, fighting the Faynim foe in 
India’s burning clime—a glorious songster, who swept the lute 
with one hand, while he sabred the foe with the other! 

Mat, Was he in the band ? 

f7ar. The band 1 He was a major-general! (JSwes.) 

Mat. Oh! Handsome ? 

C<xr, I know not. 1 never saw him. 

Mat, Ye never saw him ? 

Oar. I never saw his face; but—I have seen his soul 1 

Mat. What’s his soul like? 

Car. Like ? Like the frenzied passion of the antelope! 
Like the wild fire of the tiger-lily! Like the pale earnestness 
of some lovesick thunder-cloud that longs to grasp the fleeting 
lightning in bis outstretched arms 1 

Mat. Was he often like that ? 

Car, Always I 

Mat, A pleasant man in furnished lodgings 1 And where did 
ye see his soul ? 

Car. (sits). He poured it into the columns of the Weybridge 
Watchman, the local paper of the town that gave him birth. 
Dainty little poems, the dew of his sweet soul, the tender 
frothings of his soldier brain. In them I read him, and in 
them 1 bved him I 1 wrote to him for his autograph—he sent 
it. 1 sent him my photomph, and directly he saw it he pr^ 
posed in terms that cloyed me with the sweet siufeit of their 
choice esuberanoe, imploring me at the same time to reply by 
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telegraph. Then, maiden-like, I longed to toy and dally trith 
his love. But Anglo-Indian telegraphic rates arc high; so, much 
against my maiden will, I answered in one word—that one 
word, yes! i 

Mat, And yeVo engaged yerself to a man whose face ye’ve 
ni'^er seen? 

Car, I’ve seen his soul I 

And when d’ye think ye’ll see his body ? 

Car, Alas, never I for (pity me) he is faithless! We corre¬ 
sponded for a year, and then his letters ceased; and now, fur 
eighteen months, no crumb nor crust of comfort has appeased 
my parched and thirsting soul! Fortunately my s(^licitor has 
all his letters. 

Mat, Oh, I see. And when does the action come off? 

Car, 1 know not. We have advertised for him right and 
left. Twenty men of law are on his track, and my brother 
Bulstrodc, an attorney’s clerk, carries a writ about him night 
and day. Thus my heart-springs are laid bare that every 
dolt may gibe at them—the whole county rings with my 
mishap—its gloomy details are on every bumpkin’s tongue! 
This—this is my secret Swear that you will never revest it! 

Mat. Ob! but ye’ll get thumping damages when ye do find 
him. 

Car. It may be so. The huckstering men of law appraise 
my heart-wreck at five thousand pounds! 

Mat. Well, and I wish ye may get it, dear! 

Gar. Tliank you, oh! thank you for that wish. 

Mat. Ye’re not goin’ ? 

Car, No; I have come to spend a long, long day. Fm going 
to take my bonnet off. {Solemnly.) Dear Matilda, we have 
not met for many many years, and 1 long—I caniiut tell you, 
Matilda, how e^nestly 1 long—to see all your new things I 

[Exeunt fpge^/ier, os O’Fipp enters. 

(fFi. There’s an ungrateful daughter to refuse Whipple, 
and me pinched for money till I cau hardly raise an egg for 
breakfast. But she shan’t have Tom Cobb anyhow. I’ll see to 
that 1 A pretty kettle of fish I’m boiling for myself. When 
I’ve sent Tom Cobb about his business, what^l the ongrateful 
villain do ? Why, he’ll sue on them bills o’ mine, as if I’d 
never Mn the next thing to a father-in-law to him! But that’s 
the way with mean and thankless naturs. Do ’em an injustice 
and they’re never satisfied till they’ve retaliated 1 
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Enter Matilda vriih letter, and ^etending to ery* 

Mat. Papa dear, Pve Jt>ad news for you. 

(YFi. news ? At who^ suit ? 

Mat, It ain't that, dear; ifs my Tom. 

O'Fi, And what's the scamp been doin' now? 

Mat. The scamp's bin dyin’. 

O'Fi. Dying ? What d'ye mean ? 

Mat. I mean Tom's dead. 

0*Fi, (looking at her sternly). Matilda, arc yo in earnest, or 
have ye bin at the eau de Cologne? 

Mat. Oh! I'm in earnest. Tom's dead. 

(YFi, Who’s killed him ? 

Mat, Faith, an* he killed himself. lie’s written to say so. 
Here's his letter. He encloses ycr two bills and app’ints ye his 
executor. 

(YFi. Ye pain and surproise me more than I can tell ye. 
Poor Tom! He was a koind and ginerous lad, and I'd hoped 
to have met these bills under happier circumstances. Well, his 
executor deals with them now—that's me; and the question 
is whether, in the interests of Tom’s estate, it would be worth 
while to proceed against the acceptor—that’s me again; and, on 
the whole, I don't recommend it. {Tears them np.) Now, tell 
me all ak>ut it; don’t cry, my child. 

Mat. No, pa. Well, it’s loike this—^Ben Isaacs was over- 
pressin’, and poor Tom was bothered, and thought he'd make 
an end of himself; and just then he heard th.'it the ould man, 
that Whipple called Tom Cobb from the loikeness, had just 
died. So Tom thought he’d make one death do for the two. 
Sure, he’s been economically brought np. 

GfFi. What! Am I to onderstand that Thomas Cobb has 
been troifliii’ with the most sacred feelings of an old soldier’s 
grey-headed ould harr’t? 

Mai. Well, he's shamming dead, if ye mean that, and he 
hopes youll go to the funeral! 

(FFi. (mes). Shamming dead, is he! Shamming dead! 
Let me come across him, and by the blovd of the (Pfipps, 111 
make him sham dead in rale earnest! 

Mai. But,dear, the hoy's hard pi'essed I 

&Fi. Don’t interrupt an honest hurst of feelin* in an old 
military officer. For months I've looked forward like a dmpAe 
ould soldier to meetin' those bills, and now Fve destroyed them, 
and deproived meself of ajpleasuie which mi^t have laatad me 
the next twenty yean! But 111 expoee him. Ife a cioliim of 
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some sort, pretendin* to be dead when ye’re not. It’s obtainin 
burial under false pretences, if it’s nothing else 1 What’s that? 

Mat. (with paper in her hand). It’s his will 1 {Laughing.) 

(yii. (indignantly). His will I \ 

Mat, les; would ye have a gintleman doi without a will ? 

0*M, A gintleman! AbeggarW scoundrel! (Opens it) Ha, 
hai He Iraves ye everythi^, litotildal It’s duly signed and 
witnessed, all quite in form I By my soul, 1 congratulate ye on 
yer accession to fortune and prosperity 1 

Mat. It’s just done to give colour to his death. Don’t be 
hasty, dear. It’s the first time I’ve been mentioned in a will, 
and maybe it’ll be the Inst. (Laughing.) 

O^Fi, (furious). Mentioned in a will! It’s an dlitiage—a 
sacrilege, I tell ye—^an insult to a simple ould oflicor and his 
deluded ^url, to mention them in a swindlin’ document that’s 
not worth the ink it’s written with I This is how I treat it, 
Matilda. (Crumpling it up.) This is how I treat it (throws it 
in the fire) I and if that thief, Tom Cobb, was here, I’d crumple 
him too and send him after it! 

Enter Whipplb, h'eoMess and much excited. ^ 

Whi, Oh, Colonel I 

O’J’t. Well, sorr? 

Whi. Here’s news! My old man, the ugly old man who 
always went by the name of Tom Cobb - 

O’Fi, Well, sorr? 

Whi. He died last night] Poor ugly old Tom Cobb died 
last night. 

Mat We know all about it; we knew it half an hour ago. 

Whi, Yes, Matilda, but you don’t know this: I ent to his 
cottage this morning, and on the bed 1 found a hasty scrawled 
note written by‘the old man just before he died. (Colonel 
becomes interested.) It contained these words, "Look under 
the fireplace.” I got a crowbar, raised the he^h, and under 
it I found gold—^gold,—silver and bank-notes in profusion! 
No end of gold—you could roll in it, you could roll in itl And 
he hasn’t a friend or relation in the woild I , 

. [Colonel O’Fipp, during the Uudfew lines, has hurriedly 
snatched the wtU out of the fire, and smoothed it out, 
unoibsereed. He produces it with a dignified air, 

Wht What’s that? 

O’JTi. This, sorr, is the mr old ginUeman’s will, in wbkh 
he leaves eveiything to my beloved daughter. 
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Whi, But that’s not oid Tom CSobVs will! That’s the will 
youfi/g Tom Gobb made in fun just now 1 
0*Fi, Sorr, old Tom Cobb’s dead, and here’s a will signed 
^'Tom Cobb.” Put that andtthat together, and what d’ye iwe 
of it? [WHXFPLs/aZfs into a chair amated. 


ACT IL 

Scene. —The earn room in Colonel O'Fipp’s houM, hut very 
han^mdy furnished, PictureSf busts, etc. Writing 
materials on one tahle; sherry and glasses on mother, 

Matilda O’Fifp discovert working, Whipple on a stool 

at herf&t, 

Whi, My darling Matilda, who w'as it who said the course 
of true love never did run smooth ? Are not our loves true ? 
And could anything be smoother than their course during the 
last three months ? 

Mai, No, dear, savin’ that when ye proposed for me, papa 
kicked ye out of the house. 

Whi, He did, in the effusion of the moment, and I honour 
him for it! On bis unexpected accession to wealth he naturally 
looked for a wealthy and well-bom son-in-law, and I honour 
him for it I But the doughty old soldier was open to reason, 
and when I proved to him that his wealth de[)ende<i on tny 
secrecy, he admitted his error at once, like a frank old warrior 
as he is, and I honour him for it! 

Mai, Poor Tom I I wonder what’s come of him all this 
while ? It’s three months since he- 

Whi, Died. 

Mat. Died, and I’ve never heard a word from him since. 

Whi. Then he can’t complain if you’ve been inconstant. 

Mat, ’Deed, and he can’t. It’s clear a young girl must marry 
somebody. It’s nature. 

Enter O’Fipp. 

Whi. Of course it ie, and if he truly loves you—really and 
truly loves you as I do, he ought to be delighted when he 
comes back to find that you’ve engaged yourself to a gentleman 
in every way his superior, 

(fFi, Deloightrd when he comes back? Divil a bitl By 
fassih that ha won’t come back any morel 
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Mat Won't come back any more? 

0*F£. Not he. Isn't he dead, and haven't wo buried him, 
and paid his debts, and proved his will, and stuck up a tomb¬ 
stone that he'd blush to read. |Sure, it’ll be in the highest 
d^ree ondacent in him to give the lie to a tombstone I 

Whi. But Tom never had any tact—and if he should be 
guilty of the indiscretion of turning up—— 

O'Fi. Well, sorr, if he should, 1 shall be prepared to admit 
that I've acted under a misconception. But, sorr, before I yield 
possession of the estate which has so miraculously come into 
my hands, I shall satisfy meself beyond all doubt thatl am not 
Healin' with an impostlior* Any one who assumes to be the 
late Tom Cobb will have to establish his identity lAyond all 
manner of doubt. And as I’ve paid Mr. Ben Isaacs and his 
other creditors conditionally on his being dead, he may find 
that difficult, sorr,—he may find that difficult. [Exit O’Fipp. 

Mat, Well, Tom Cobb may be dead, but when he finds out 
the use that’s been made of his will, he’ll not rest in his grave, 
I'm thinking, that’s all 1 

Whi. But if he should return—^if Tom Cobb's shade should 
take it into his ghostly head to revisit tho scenes of his e^thly 
happiness—promise me tliat you will treat him with the cold 
resi^ct due to a disembodied spirit. 

Mat. But when d'ye think he’ll come ? 

Whi. Well, between ourselves, I think we may look for his 
apparition at an early date. Unless the necessaries of life are 
considerably cheaper in the other world than in this, Tom Cobb's 
five and twenty pounds must be as shadowy as himself by this 
time. 

Mat. But if he comes to life, who's to kill him again ? 

Whi. Oh, your papa will have to kill him; it’, his turn. 
Besides, it's a colonel's business to kill people. 

Mat. And a doctor’s, too. 

Whi. Yes, Matilda. But we don't pay iicople to dte: they 
pay us to kill ’em. It's the rule of the profession. 

[EoDsunt Matilda and Whipplb. 

Entw Tom Cobb, prseedsd hy Footman. To]i «s vsry seedy 
• and dirty, and his hoots are in Aofes. 

Footman. If you'll take a seat, sir, Fll tell the Colonel you 
want to see him. What name shall I say ? 

Tom(a»de\ If Igive him my real name hell foint. {Ahmd^ 
The Dime of Northumberland. (Aside.) Thatll draw him. 
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(Jloud.) I haven’t a card. (Footman is incredulout, Se is about 
to gOf but returns and removes tray with sherry; then cant.) Well, 
nicely the old ecoandrel’s feathered his nest, upon my word j 
Beal Axminster, satin furniture, ancestors, busts! And this 
has been goin^ on for three months, and I only heard of it 
yesterday. Why, he's made me accessory to a forgery, and Pm 
being advertised for in every paper in the kingdom! Why, it's 
penal servitude! Who'd think an Irish colonel could be such 
a scoundrel! Well, you never know when you’re safe in this 
world; upon my soul, you don't. I never met a man in my life 
whose manner and appearance inspired me with so much con¬ 
fidence. ^ 


Ent&r O’FlPP. 

Well, upon my word. Colonel O’Fipp, you’re a nice officer, you 
are I I make a will more by way of a joke than anything else, 
and you have the face to apply it to the property of a friendless 
old man who wont by my name! Why, it’s robbery! it's 
forgery! and Docket and Tape are offering £.'>0 reward to any 
one who can give information about me! Kow, look here— 
destroy that will and restore the property, or ril answer this 
advertisement this very minute. I will; upon my soul and 
honour, I will—there! 

0*Fi, I believe 1 have the honour of addressin* the Jook of 
Northumberland. 

Tom. Oh, don’t talk nonsense, Colonel; you know me well 
enough. 

0*Fi. Am I to understand, sorr, that ye’re not the dis¬ 
tinguished nobleman you represented yerself to be ? 

Tom. Oh, haven’t 1 been deceived in you! Oh, Oolouel, 
Colonel! jom have turned out treacherous; upon my soul, you 
have! 

O’Fi. Pm at a loss to comprehend your meanin’, sorr. Will 
ye oblige me by informing me whom I have the honour of 
addressin*? 

Tom. You’ve the honour of addressing a miserable, poor 
devil, who'll be.,standing alongside of you at the Old Bailey bar 
in about three weeks, if he’s not very much mistaken. 

(YFi. Upon my wurrd, sorr, ye’ve got the advantage of me. 

Tom. Have I ? Then I’m the only man that ever did. 1 
don’t think Tom Cobb is the sort of man to get any advantage 
out of Colonel OTipp. (Colokeii O’Fipp fails sobbing into 
eftasr.) What’s the matter now ? 
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0*/V. Ye mentioned the name of Tom Cobb, sorr. I had a 
dear, dear friend of that name once. He was to have married 
me ^ughter, sorr; but he’s gonel 

Tom, Well, if that's what you’re crying for—cheer up, 
because he's come back again. 

ffFi. {tming his hand). Me dear friend, me very dear friend, 
if ve can only assure me that poor dear dead and gone Tom 
Cobb is aloive,me gratitude shall know no bounds I Maybe 
you're his brother? 

Tbm. His brother!>^ct out! 

(TFi, No? I thought ye moight be; I seem to see a loikeness. 

Tom, I should think you did 1 ,, 

0*Fi, A distant loikeaess, sorr. 

Tom, A mere suggestion, I suppose ? 

O'^t. A faint shadoi^ indication of a remote family resem¬ 
blance ; that’s all, sorr, 1 give ye my honour. And now tell me 
where is he, that I may embrace him. 

Tom, Well, he's here; but don’t embrace him. 

O'K. Sorr, d'ye mean to sit there and tell me to me very 
face that you're me beloved ould friend Tom Cobb ? 

Tom, Well, if the marks on my linen are to be trusted-^^ 

€^Fi, Ah, sorr 1 beware of jumpin’ at conclusions on insuffi¬ 
cient grouncls. Depend upon it, ye're mistaken, sorr. 

Tom, Well, upon my honour, 1 begin to think I am t 

Tom Cobb, sorr, is dead and buried. I had the melan¬ 
choly satisfaction of following him to his grave—me dear friend, 
Tim Whipple, accompanied me, and he's at the present moment 
engaged in comfortiDg my bereaved and inconsolable daughter. 

I'm sure I'm very much obliged to him 1 Perhaps I 
could do that better than he? 


O'Fi, 1 think not, sorr. He's doing it very well—very well 
indeed. 

Tom, Now, once for all, Colonel, this won't do. There are 
plenty of people who know me if you don't. Hero's my card 
Cobb, 6," in red cotton (showing mark on pocket-hand¬ 
kerchief), and I've several other marks of the same character 
about me, which 1 shall be happy to show you at a more con¬ 
venient opportunity. « 

clorr, documentaiy evidence in red cotton isn't worth 
the cambric it's stitched upon. Yell have to find some better 
proof of yer identity than that 
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Bhikr Matilda. 

Mat Fapa dear, Tim's goin* to take me to the theayter. (8et» 
Tom.) Oh 1 » 

Tom. My darlin* Matilda! My beloved Matilda! Fm so, 
so, so glad to see you again, dear! Why, it's three months 
since we met. (Kissing and hugging her.) What a fool I've 
been to cut myself out of this sort of thing for three months I 
(Kisses her.) How very, very well you're looking! (Kisses 
her.) 

Mat, Will ye koindly leave oiT kissin’ roe till Fve had the 
pleasure of bein' inthrojuiced to ye? 

Tmn, Why, you don’t mean to tell me you don't know me ? 

Mat, 'Deed, and I don’t then. And yet I seem to have seen 
yer febe before? 

Tom. 'Deed, and you have, and you've kissed it before. 

Mat. I don't rimimber kissin' it. 

O'Fi, You observe, sorr. She don't rimimber kissin* it. 

Mat. Oh, papa! (Crying^ 

0*Fi, What's the matter, my dear? 

Med, There's somethin’ about him that remoinds me of poor 
Tom 1 

0*Fi. There’s a fiunt resemblance; 1 remarked it meself. 
( Wipes his eyes.) 

Tom. Now, Matilda, don't you deny me ? I've loved you so 
long in spite of your not having any money, and although you 
do go with the bills, and although you are older than I am, 
don’t turn against me now. Oh, you do look so pretty I (Puts 
his arm round her and hisses her.) 

Enter Whipple. He seizes Tom by the collar and whirls him 

away from Matilda. 

Tom (seizing his hand). My dear Tim—my very dear Tim 
—you’re the very man 1 wanted to see! lam most unafifectedly 
delighted to see you. (tjhodeing his hand hearWy.) How well 
—how remarkably well you're looking, to be sure I 

Whi. (fhaking his hand wiOs a great shew of welcomd). Yes, 
uncommonly well—never better. And how have you been ? 

Tom. Very well, but rather dull. I say, I’ve got into a nice 
scrape! They're after me—they're advertiring for me 1 

WU No! 

Tom. Fact! £60 is offered for me! What do you say to 
that? 
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Whi. Well, I should close with it. 

Torn, Why? 

Whi. Because I sliould think it’s a good deal more than 
you’re worth. 

Tom. Ha, ha! 

Whi. Ha,hal 

Tom. What a fellow you are! Same old Whipple! I say, 
the Colonel’s a cool hand. What d’ye thick he says now ? 

Whi. Nothing worth repeating, I should imagine. 

Tom. What a caustic fellow you are! He says I’m dead! 

Whi. Oh, he’s an Irishman. 

Tom. Ha, ha I Oh, that’s very good: that’s so like you. 

Whi. He*8 not dead. Colonel. {Feding Tom’s 

T<m. There, Matilda, you hear that! {About to enbnux her.) 

Whi. What are you about? How dare you embrace that 
young lady ? (Stopping him.) 

Tom, You said 1 was alive. 

Whi. But, bless my heart, you don’t suppose every man alive 
is privileged to embrace Miss O’Fipp? 

A nice time I’d have of it. 

(TFi, I toll ye, sorr, Tom Cobb is dead and buried. 4 

Whi. Yes, poor Tom, he’s dead. ( Wipes his eyes.) 

Tom. But you just said 1 was alive. 

Whi. Yes, old chap, you’re alive. 

Tom 1 see, your theory is that I’m alive; but I’m 

not Tom Cobb. 

Whi, Yes; that’s iny theory. 

Tom. But I’m like him, ain’t I ? 

Whi, Well, now you mention it, you are like him. 

Tom. Matilda—once more, I implore you—— (Seizing her 
hand.) 

Whi. Matilda, leave the room! (Takes her to door.) Sir, 
misled by a resemblance, which I admit to be striking, you have 
come hero under the impression that you are my departed 
friend. I can excuse the error; but now that it’s been pointed 
out to you, if ever you attempt to embrace this young lady 
again. I’ll break your leg and set it myself. (Eosit. 

Tom. Colonel O’Fipp, I- 

(TFi. Stop, sorr. if this conversation is to continue, I must 
be informed whom I have the pleasure of addressing. Up to 
the present moment we have only learnt who you are wA, Let 
us now proceed to ascertain who ye are, 

Tom. Colonel, I’m in that state of mental confridon, that 
I declare 1 don’t know who 1 am. Give me a little breathing 
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time. When a young man believes he’s been Tom Cobb for 
twenty-five years, and then suddenly finds himself kicked out 
of Tom Cobb, with nowhere to go to, he wmU a little breath¬ 
ing time to look about him spd find a name to let. 

UFi, Well, sorr, for the purpose of this interview one name’s 
as good as another. Here’s the Taimes new^per. Ye’ll find 
many a good name goin’ beggin’ in that. Choose yer name. 
Here’s a gintleman who was hanged this mornin’! Would ye 
like his name ? He’s done with it. 

Tom. Don’t be unpleasant, Colonel. 

0*Fi. Well, put your finger down; take the first that comes. 
{Tuts Cobb’s finger on the newspaper at random^ Here’s one— 
the Bi^ 8 p of Bath and Wells. 

Tom, Konsense! Who’d take me for a bishop ? 

0*Fi, Then try again.' Mr. and Mrs. German Heed. 

Tom, Don’t be absurd. 

UFi. Well, once more. Major-Gineral Arthur Fitzpatrick. 
What d’ye say to that ? 

Tom, But 1 don’t look like a major-general. 

0*Fi. Well, sorr, and what of that ? I don’t look like a 
lieutenant-colonel, do 1 ? 

Tom. No, you don’t; but a major-general in broken boots! 

0*Fi. Sure it’s where yer corns have been shootin’ througli. 
Ye wouldn't have a msjor-gineral with corns that couldn’t 
shoot, 1 suppose ? 

Tim. Nol 

G^Fi. Now, sorr, it’ll take a mighty deal of argument to pur- 
suade me that you’re not Major-Gineral Arthur Fitzpatrick in 
broken boots. Now, I’ve the credit of the surrvice at stake, and 
when 1 see a major-gineral in broken boots me harrut bleeds for 
him, and I lung to allow him a pound a week, sorr—a pound a 
week—to keep up his military position. 

Tom, A pound a week ? 

O'Fi. No less, sorr. Now, as long as Major-Gineral Arthur 
Fitzpatrick chooses to claim a pound a week of me, it’s here at 
his service. But on the onderstandiug that he resumes his 
nalhe and rank, and ceases for ever the dishonourable and 
unsoldierlike practice of masquerading under a false name. 
D’ye onderstand me, sorr? 

Tom, Yes—I understand you. 

UFi. Do ye agree? 

Tom, Tm so hungry, and seedy, and wretch^, that Td agree 
to anything. You couldn’t oblige me with the first week in 
advance? 
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0*Fu Soft, it lias always been Terence OTipp*s maxim to 
pay everything in advance. 1*11 go and get ye a pound, and 
ye can amuse yeself by writing out the receipt while Fm gone. 
lOoing.) 

Tom {ntting down to imYe). Colonel, I don’t know whether 
to be very much obliged to you, or to look upon you as the 
coolest scamp unhung. 

O ' Fi , Sorr, take my word for it, ye’ve every reason to do 
both. [Exit Colonel O’Pipp. 

Tom, Now, that man’s commanded a regiment for years— 
he’s enjoyed the unlimited confidence of his sovereign (whoever 
that may be), and a thousand men have looked up to him with 
reverence and esteem. And it’s been left to me (who am not 
naturally sharp) to find out that he’s an atrocious scoundrel! 

Enter YooimoxL, follow^ hy Mr. Effingham, Mbs. Effing¬ 
ham, Bulstbode Effinghau, and Caroline. Cobb takee 
up newspaper and sits. 

Foot, The Colonel will be here directly, ma’am. 

[Exit Footman. The others pose themselves in a group, 
as if being photographed :— Mb. Effingham stated, 
Mrs. Effingham leaning on his left shoedder, Caro¬ 
line seated in a pkturesque attitude at her feet, and 
Bulstbode standing ghomUy (eAinef. 

ilfrs. Eff, Adolphus, what a sweet spot I A rural paradise, 
indeed. How balmy, and yet how cheap I 

Eff. I am an old, old man, and I have learnt the hollowness 
of outward splendours. The house is, indeed, well enough, and 
(it may be) cheap—but, after all, what is the house 

Tom (politely^ Seventy-five pounds a year, on a three 
years’ aereement, 1 believe. 

Eff, (not heeding him.) After all, what is the house but the 
outer husk? Let us rather learn to value the fruit within. 
The shell, truly, is goodly; but where, oh, where is the kernel ? 

Tcm (politely). He will be here in one minute. (All turn 
to looh at him,) 1 beg your pardon. (They all turn slofoly 
haxde again.) 

But. (ghomUyS, To the soaring soul, fettered hy stem destiny 
to the office stool of an obscure attorney, the contemplation of 
each a paradise opens a new vista of Life’s Possibilities. 

Mrs, Eff, My crushed and broken boy 1 

Bui, In such a home as this 1 feel 1 could lay the warp and 
woof of a Great Life. In the dingy purlieus of Somers Town 
life has no warp—no woof. 
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a kind of shoddy. 

AU. Sirl 

Tom, Nothing—I didn’t speak. {They turn lack at hefore,) 
(Asre^e.) Extraordinary famfly 1 

Mrs, Eff, If there is one class of young men I detest beyond 
another, it is the class of young men who see a humorous side 
to everything. 

Gar, In the eyes of such a one the doughtiest deeds are the 
subject of a sneer—the noblest thoughts, the peg on which to 
hang a parody. 

Nttf. Go to, sir—go to. 

Eff, Mrs. Eff.). I am an aged man—let me play the 
peacemaker. Remember, you are not as others arc—^you are 
a thing of thought—an abstraction. You must not expect the 
young man of average tastes to grasp you. 

Mrt, Eff, 1 do not expect any young man to grasp me, 

Tom, And she’s right. 

Eff, (rising and approaching Tom). We pity you, young 
man, but do not despise you. Read the master thoughts of 
mighty minds. Withdraw yourself within yourself. Soar. 
Re abstract. Think Jong and largely. Study the incompre¬ 
hensible. Revolve. So will you learn at last to detach your¬ 
self from the sordid world, and float, as we float, in thoughts 
of empyrean purity. 

Car. Oh, sir, my father is an aged man, and his words arc 
wise. Be led by him and you will prosper. 

Mrs, Eff, The young man is not of those who can detach 
themsdves from the soraid world. 

Tom, I beg your pardon. The young man is one of those 
who have detached themselves from the sordid world, so com- 
plotely that he can’t get hack again 1 

Enter Colonel O’Fipp. 

(/Fi, Now, if you’ve got the receipt— Mrs. Effingham I 
I’m lejoiced to see ye 1 Miss Caroline—^Bulstrode—^Mr. Effing¬ 
ham, my aged friend 1 Allow me to inthrojuice ye to a very 
^ticulu i^end* and ould comrade—Major-General Arthur 
Fitzpatrick. (Tom hows.) Foightin’ Fitz we called him. 

All, What! 

C’FV. Major-General Arthur Fitzpatrick. (Tom hows.) 

Jfrs. Eff, {crossing to Tom). Of the 29th Madras Native 
Infantry? 

Tom (puttUd), 1 have no doubt that was my regiment. 

P- Q 
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Mn, Eff, Viper! (Caroline faints in ksr/athei^s arms.) 

Tom, What I 

EJ^, Viper! Deliberate and systematic viper! (Goes 
to Caroline.) 

Bui, Poetic fiend in human shape, despair! 

Mr, Eff. Blighter of fond and faithful hopes, behold your 
handiwork! 

Tom, Why, what have I done? 

ffFi. (turning up his deev^). Ay, sorr, what have ye done ? 
Answer me that. Gome, Gineral, no evasion, or by the blood 
of the O'Pipps- (Taming up sleeves.) 

[Caroline revives^ and Mb. Effingham and Bulstbode 
turn up tlmr deeves. 

Oar, EOf no-~don*t hurt him. I am better now. (To Bul> 
strode, who is turning up his deeves and advancing in a 
threatening attitude.) Brother, stand off! (Throws hsxsdfhe^ 
tween Tom and the others^ Stand off—father, mother, brother, 
all! I have loved this man—ay, and I love him still. (To 
Tom.) Arthur—my poet-soldier—by our old vows—^by the old 
j) 0 ctic fire that burns in your heart and kindled mine, tell 
them—tell me—that you can explain everything. (FaJM on her 
inees to him.) 

Tom. Upon my word, I shouldn't like to undertake to do 
that. Why, I never saw you before in all my life. 

Mrs. Eff. Despair that plea—it cannot serve you, sir. Tour 
letters bind you—we are so advised. 

Tam. But it can't be—it's imposdble. 

Cor. Oh, Arthur, I am told by those who understand these 
things that you have indeed compromised yourself to the 
extent required by our common law. But yon will not—oh, 
you will not compel me to bring our sacred lo'vos into Court. 
You are a poet—a great, great poetr—you will be futhful—you 
will be true. (Kneels.) 

Mr. Eff. (kneels). Oh, sir, do not compel us to lay bare the 
workings of her young afiections—do not force us to bring her 
very heartstrings into Court, that ribald minds may play upon 
them! 

Btd, (glvomdy). To the tune of £5000, ^ 

s 

Enter Whiffle. 

ffFi. (hrandtshing a lig stick), Gineral, do not blight this 
young lady's harrut. Give her your sacred promise, or by the 
blood of ^ O^Pipps (sees duU Ton taJ^ up a ehasr an^ 
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lool^ threuieninff)t my son-in-law elect shall teach yon your 
forgotten duty 1 {Hands stick to Whipple, and retim.) 

Whi. (brmidishing stick). Yes, sir. Promise at once, or 
nothing shall prevent me from urging this young lady’s natural 

S rotector to inflict on you the condign punishment you so richly 
eserve. {Hands the stick to Mr. Effingham, and retires,) 

Mr. Eff. (^randMng stick). You speak nobly, sir. I «ni an 
old, old man, but I am yet halo and tough as hickory. 1 have 
a brave and stalwart son, and it is to his hand 1 confide the task 
of avenging the insult offered to his outraged family 1 {Hands 
the stick to Bulstbode.) 

Bid. {gloomily). What prevents me from flying at his throat ? 
What presents mo from whipping him as 1 would whip a cur ? 
Tell me, somebody, what is it holds me back? 

Cm. I will tell you—it is mercy. 

Bui, It is! {Throwing away sticky 1 give you your lifel 
Mrs. Eff, My lion-hearted boy! 

Tom. Do you know that you are labouring under some sur¬ 
prising and unaccountable delusion ? 

Mrs, Eff, Delusion, sir! 

Bui, Delusion! Ha! ha! 

Car. {kneding). No, Arthur, no—this is no delusion, for see, 
1 have your letters. {Feeding for them.) No, they are with my 
solicitor. 

Bid, They are. I am his clerk, and at my broken-hearted 
sister’s suit, cold calculating man of war, I serve you with this 
writl 

[Bulstrodb presents writf which Caroline, kneeling at 
Tom’s /ee^, reaches and hands to him, kissing his 
hand as she places the writ in it. 

Tom {looking at tor it). Breach of promise I {Wildly.) Don’t 
bring any actions, don’t resort to any violent measures. You 
say I’m engaged to you. I dare say I am. If you said I was 
engaged to your mother I’d dai'e say it too. I’ve no idea who 
I am, or what I am, or where I am, or what I am saying or 
doing, but you are very pretty, and you seem fond of me. I’ve 
no oojeotion. 1 think 1 should rather like it: at least— tryl 
Car, {flinging l^erself into his arms). My poet-soldier, and my 
minstrel boyl 

[Mb. Effingham, Bulstbode, and Mrs. Effingham 
ihmsdves about Carolina cmd Tom. 
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ACT In. 

ScKKK.'— dramng ~ ro(mf shabbUg furnished, in Mr. Effing¬ 
ham’s hotae, Cobb is discovered smoking a pipe on balcony 
with Caboline. Tfie Effingham family is discovered 
grouped :— ^Mbs. Effingham seated; old Effingham leaning 
on her (diair, with his arm round her neeh, and Bulstbode 
standing moodily behind. As curtain rises Gasoline enters 
from balcony, and throws herself at her mothers fat, 

Mrs. Eff, Where is your poet-lover, Caroline ? 

Car. I left him basking on the balcony, in deep communion 
vrith his inner self. 

Mrs. Eff, Ah, what a priceless destiny is yours, my babe—to 
live a lifetime in the eternal sunlight of his poet brain! 

Car. It is; but you shall slinre it—father—mother—bzothor 
—all! We will all share it, alway 1 I would not ro^ you of 
one ray that emanates from that divine face, for all the wealth 
of earth! 

Mrs. Eff, My unselfish girl! 

Bui. How nobly he looks when, sickened with the world, he 
turns his eyes inward to gaze upon his hidden self! 

Mr. Eff. None hut Apollo ever looked as he looks then. 

Car. Truly. Yet—shall 1 confess that when 1 saw liim first 
my idiot heart sank deep within me, because, in the expression 
of his thoughts, I did not recognize Apollo’s stamp? 

Bui. Fie, Caroline! Would you have a ' arry his muse 
pick-a-back, for daws to pick at? Fie, Carmine—oh, fie I 

Mrs. Eff, Some thoughts are too deep for utterance. 

Car. And some too precious. Why should he scatter such 
gems broadcast ? My ]^t-warrior thinks them to himself. 

Btd. He does. It is his weird and warlike way. 

Car, He comes. {Bises.) His fancy-flight has ended for the 
nonce. My soldier-minstrel has returned to earth! 

% 

Tom enters from bedeony. Caroline poet to meet Kim, and 
brings him forward lovingly. His appearance is somewhai 
alteiw. He parts kis hair in the centre, and aUotos Utoyrow 
hng. Be wears a very low lie-down eoUar in order to look 
Byronie, Gaboltne ^rows herself at his feet, and Mb. anef 
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Mbb. Effinohah ertMC and group thenmlves about him, 
Mrs. Effinoham kneeh, Bclbtbode standing moodUy £e- 
hind his mother, 

% 

Mr, Eff, Arthur, ennoble us. Eaise us one step towards the 
Enipyresn. Give us a Great Thought! 

Bvl, From the vast treasures of your poet brain, wo beg some 
spare small chaoge. 

Tom. Well, 1 really don’t know; I haven’t anything just now. 

Car. We are the bees, and you the flower. We beg some 
honey for our little hives. 

Tom (with a desperate effort to he hrilliant). Talking of bees 
(all take\ut note-books and write down what follows) —talking 
of bees, have you ever remarked how the busy little insect avails 
herself of the sunshine to gather her sweet harvest from—from 
every opening flower ? 

Mr. Eff. (writing). We have, we have. ITow true to fact! 

Bid, (writing). You said her sweet harvest,” 1 think ? 

Tom. Her sweet harvest. 

Bvd. (writing). Her sweet harvest. (AU shahs their heads 
and sigh.) 

Tom, Her honey, yon know. 

Bid. Thank you. (Sighs. AU ffnish writing and put up 
their note-books.) 

Mrs. Eff. You are a close student of nature, sir. 

Tom, Yes, I do a good deal in that way. 

Mrs. Eff. How simple are his words, and yet what priceless 
pearls of thought lie encased bciieiith their outer crust! 

Tom, Yes, I always wrap them in an outer crust, to keep 
them from the cold. (A2/ toie otU note-books and wrU/s this 


“He wraps them In an outer crust 
To keep them from the cold! ** 

And I sneered at these grand utterances, just as we con¬ 
tinually sneer at shapeless cl<^s upon the roa^ which, on in¬ 
spection, tom out to jewelled bracelets of exceeding price 1 
Tom. Nothing more common. It’s the old story. The super¬ 
ficial mind (oJU take out books and write)—the superficial 
mind looks for cream upon the surface of tae milk; hut thu 
profound i^osopher dives down deep below. (Aside.) Much 
more of this and my mind will give way! 
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Mn. Eff. You are a deep thinker, sir. I can fancy Shake¬ 
speare to have been such another. 

Car, Shakespeare? Shakespeare never said anything like 
that! How—how do you do it ? '• 

Tom. I don’t know. It comes. 1 shut my eyes and it comes. 
'All shut (heir eyes and try.) 

Car. I cannot do it. Ah me! I shall never learn to talk 
like that. 

[Mrs. Effingham rises, goes to Bulstkode, and leans 
upon his shouldi'r. 

Mrs. Eff, Bulstrode, had you had communion with the 
Major-General in earlier life, he might have helped) to shape 
your destiny to some nobler end. 

[Mb. Effingham crosses behind, Caroline and Cobb 
remain in conversation. 

Bid. Ho, it might not bo. I am fated. Destiny has de¬ 
clared against me. Fettered to the desk of an obscure attorney 
—forced to imprison my soaiing soul witliin the left-off gar¬ 
ments of a father whose figure has but little in common with 
my own, who can wonder that my life is one protracted misfit ? 

Mr. Eff. (rising). My hoy, sneer not at those clothed They 
have been worn for many, many years by a very old, but very 
upright man. Be proud of them. No sordid thought has ever 
lurked behind that waistcoat. That hat has never yet been 
doffed to vicious wealth. Those shoes have never yet walked 
into the parlours of the sinful. 

jifrs. Eff. (embracing him). I am sure of that, Adolphus,—I 
am very, very sure of that. 

Bui. It may be as you say. I do respect these clothes, but 
not even a father’s eloquence can gloze over thi' -lamniug fact 
that they are second-hand I 

[Turns up and exit on to balcony, as Mb. emd Mrs. 
Effingham exeunt lovingly. 

Car. A blessing on him. Is he not benevolent ? 

Tom. Yes, he looks so. Why do benevolent people have 
such long hair? Do they say to themselves, ** I am a benevo¬ 
lent person, so I will let my hair grow, or do they let it grow 
because they are too benevolent to cut it off? * 

'Car. There are thousands of such questions that appear at 
every turn to make us marvel at Nature’s strange decrees. 
Let us not pry into these dark secrets. Let us rather enquire 
whether you have any chance of getting anything to do? 
(Nwm.) 

Tom. No; there’s no opening for major-generals just now. 
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Cbr. And yet how noblv you would lead your troope into 
action, caracoiling at their bead on a proud Arabian barb, and 
rousing them to very frenay by shouting forth martial songs of 
your own composition I Oh 4 it would madden them 1 

Tcm, Tea, I think it would 1 But at present IVe only my 
half-pay—a pound a week—and we can't marry on that. 

Car, Why not ? It is ten shillings a week each. I am con¬ 
tent if you are. I^y, Arthur, shall we be made one ? 

Tom, My dear Caroline, it's nonsense to talk about being 
made one. (5^ toAses out her note-hooh) It's my experience 
that when poor people marry, they’re made half a dozen, at 
least, in no time! 

Car, i&thur! (Shuts up hook.) Well, I must wait and hope. 
Oh for a war! (Cobb much alarmefl) A vast, vast, vast war I 
Oh for the clash of steel-clad foemen! Oh for the deadly 
cannonade! And loud above the din of battle, 1 hear my 
Arthur’s voice, as, like a doughty Paladin of old, he cleaves 
his path where’er the dght is thickest 1 Oh! I think I see 
him doing it! [£xi( Caroline. 

Tom. Yes. I think I see myself doing it! Poor, dear girl, 
it’s a shame to deceive her, but what can I do in the face of 
this confounded advertisement, which still appears in all the 
papers every day! (Reads.) ** £50 reward will be paid to any 
one who will give any information concerning the whereabouts 
of Thomas Cobb, M.R.O.S. Apply to Docket and Tajpe, 27, 
Paragon, Somers Town! ” For just six months this blighting 
paragraph has appeared in every paper in London. Every one 
is talking about it; a Christmas annual has been jrablished, 

How we found Tom Cobb,” and a farce, called Tom Cobb 
found at last,” is playing at a principal theatre! 

JSnter Whipple, 

Tom. Whipple, you here? 

Whi. Yes, how de do ? I’m quite welL Bo’s Matilda. 

Tom. That name I 

^hi. She’s downstairs, with Miss Effingham. 

Tom. Dewns^irs! And does she—don’t think I ask from 
an improper motive—does she ever talk about me ? (^ts.) 

Whi. ^ever mentions you by any chanoe. But she often 
dr<m a tear to the memory of poor dead-and-gone Tom Cobb. 

Ibm. Oh 1 she does that, does she ? That's rather nasty for 
you, isn't it? 

Not a bit (SUs.) It does her credit, and I honour her 
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for it. The poor fellow’s dead, and therms an end to him. I 
loved him as a brother! (Wiping Jiis eye.) He did my botany 
papers for me at the Coliego. But it’s no use repining. No 
power on earth can bring him tq life again, now. How she 
loved that man I 

Tom (hcUf sobbing). Oh, Matilda 1 Be good to her, Whipple. 

* Whi. I will. General; trust me. 

Tom. Is she—is she as fond of the theatre as ever 1 

Whi. Quite. We go every night. 

Tom. She used to call it the “ theavter." 

Whi. (mttdi moved). She does still f 

Tom. Bless her for it. And does she still like oysters after 
the play ? ‘ 

Always. She bargains for ’em—stout and oysters. 

Tom, She used to call them “ histers.” 

Whi. She does still. 

Tom. Oh, thank you for this news of her. Oh, Whipple, 
make that woman happy 1 

Whi, Trust me—I will, for poor dear Tom Cobb’s sake. 
How she loved that man 1 ( Wipes his eye.) But this is not 
business. The Colonel, who is downstairs with Mr. Effingham, 
liegged me to give you this—your weekly screw. Allow me, 
Mi^r-Gcneral. (Gives him a sowreign.) 

Tom. Thank you. The Colonel is always regular and i>unctual 
with my little pension. 

Whi. The Colonel is extremely punotilious about money 
matters. Oh, 1 quite forgot—^he further desires me to say that 
from this moment he proposes to discontinue your weekly pay¬ 
ment. 

Tom(aghasf). What I 

Whi. From this moment your little pension driei up. 

Tom. Do you mean to tell me that he intends delitorately to 
break his plighted W'ord ? 

Whi, That is precisely what I intended to convey. 

Tom. And cut off my only source of sustenance ? 

Whi. Absolutely. 

Tom, But hang it, mao, don’t he know that his liberty Ad 
wealth are at my mercy ? 

Whs. Yes, he knows that; but he’s jneiiared Co risk it. Yon 
see, tieoeral, Messrs. Docket and Tape are looking out for Tom 
Cobb. Tom Cobb’s wanted. 1 don’t know what Ws done, but 
pe(q[>hB talk about a for£|ed will. He’s advertised for every day. 
You may have noticed it. 

Tom, Yes, I’ve remarked H. 
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WAi, Well, if Tom Cobb is alive this adverUsement is quite 
mough to keep him quiet. The Golone/, having this fact 
strongly before his eyes, considers that as he has no further 
interest in Major-General Filepatrick^s existence, he does not 
see why he should be called upon to contribute to his support. 

Tom. But it’s ruin! Hang it—^it’s starvation! Whipple, 
you used to be a nice man ouce—ask him to see me-i-ask him 
to speak to me for five minutes! By your old nioeness, 1 
impbre you! 

1 can't resist that appeal! Til ask him, but I*m not 
sanguine. You see, he’s been in the constant practice of break¬ 
ing his promise for the last sixty-five years, and it’s degenerated 
into a hatitt. [£xit Whipple. 

Tom. And 1 did that man’s- (Furious.) But I’ll be even 

with them all. I don’t care now. I’ve nothing to lose, and I’m 
a desperate man. My mind’s made up. 1*11 write to Docket and 
Tape, and tell the whole truth! (Sits down to write.) Now, 
Colonel CfFipp, tremble, and you, w hippie, tremble, and Matilda. 
(Throws down pen.) I would spare Matilrla I But no, let Aer 
tremble too! (Finishes letter; about to ring hell.) Now, now, 
I shall soon know the worst I 

Enter BuLSTaouE/rom balcony, 

Bvd. The Major-General seems moody. On what is he 
thinking ? On the sacking of towns, perchance ? 

Tom, Bulstrode, you’re a lawyer’s clerk, aren’t you ? 

Bui. Cursed be my lot, I am I 

Tom, Do you happen to know Docket and Tape ? 

Bid. I do! 

Tom, Who are they ? 

Bid, My loathed employers! 

Tom, What! Why, then, yon know all about this Tom 
Cobb whom they are advertising for, and whose name is on 
every tongue ? 

Bui. 1 should rather say I did. 

T(fm (stcctfecQ. A—what is he wanted for? 

Bid, Much. 

Tam. Yes, but *what—what ? 

Bid, It is a weird tale. Wild horses drouldn't drag it from me. 

Tom, But, hang it, you can trust me. 

Bvi. (fakes Aw Aond). General, I think I can-*bat I’m sure 
1 won^ 

Tom, But why do you object? 
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Bvil. Major-Greneral Fitzpatrick, had you the password of 
some leaguered town, and an enemy, armed to the teeth, de¬ 
manded that word at the pistol’s mouth, what would you do ? 

Tom, Tell him at once without a moment’s hesitation. 

Bvi, Then am 1 made of doughtier stuff. Sir, 1 hate my 
omployers, I loathe their unholy practices, but—1 respect their 
8ecTet& Good day; 1 go to them. [Exit Bulstrode. 

Tom, So it seems Pve had my head in the lion’s mouth for 
the last three months without knowing it I Well, well—there 
is a grim justice in the fact that my punishment will be brought 
about through the employers of the son of the husband of the 
mother of the youitg woman to whom 1 was to have been 
married. 


Entot Colonel O’Fifp. 

O ^ Fi , Now, sorr, yeVe expressed a wish for an audience* On 
consideration 1 have resolved to grant it. 

Tom, You’re very good, Colonel. 

O’Fi. You may say that, sorr, for 1 have discovered that 
ye’re an imposthor. An out and out imposthor, sorrl^ Ye’re 
no more a gineral officer than I'm a gineral postman. 

Tom. But I never said I was. You said 1 was a major* 
general; and you ought to know. It isn’t for me to set up 
my opinion on a military matter against a lieutenant-colonel’s. 

(yt%, Sorr, I'm a soft-hearted, simple ould fool, and at first 
your military bearing deceived me practised oi, and 1 was 
moved to pity by yer plausible tale and yer broken boots. 1 
was touche by yer sorrow^ and I was disposed to try and heal 
them. 

Tom. The boots ? 

(YFi. The .sorrows. Now, sorr, a lie has ever been me 
scorm and aversion, and an imposture me deepest abhorrence. 

2bm. Colonel, 1 respect your sentiments, for they are my 
own. You discontinue my allowance, and you are quite right. 
Your hand. ^ 

O^Fi, {rather mrpr^t), Sorr, ye spake like a gintlemaii. 
Ye’re not a gintleman, but ye spake like onq. [Soa note in 
Tom’s hand.) What’s that ? 

Tom. It’s a letter to Docket and Tape, in which I confess 
myself to be the Tom Cobb they’re advertising for,—-and offer¬ 
ing to give them all the information in my power. 

0*FV. But ye’re niver goin’ to send that? 

Tom, Fm going to send it directly. 
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(YFi. Ye’re doin’ it to frighten me. 

T < m , Frighten a colonel ? 1 wouldn’t presume to attempt it I 

a* Fi . But- Oh 1 ye’ll niver sind it—it would ruin ye. 

Tom. It’ll ruin us all. {Bings.) 

(FFi, No, no—they can’t touch me, mind that I I’m a simple 
oiild man; it’s well known, and aisy done. Don’t send that, 
Tom Cobh, and I’ll pay ye the pound a week; damme, I’ll 
double it—treble it! I'm a simple ould soldier, and I’m fond 
of ye, Tom, and I’ll not let ye ruin yeself for me 1 

Tom . Sir, a lie has ever been my scorn, and aversion, and an 
imposture my deepest abhorrence. 

Enter Servant. 

Take this to the address at once. \Er.it Servant. 

(FFi, Effingham—Mrs. Effingham—^Matilda—Biilstrode— 
Whipple—all of ye—come here! (2b Tom.) Ye’ve determined 
to inform on me grey hairs—I’ll be first in the field anyhow— 
mind that now. 

Ent&r all the characters from different doors \ Bulbtbode and 
Caholink holding hack Tom, WhippIiE and Matilda hold ¬ 
ing hack O'FlPP. 

Mrs. Ef. What—what is the clamour? 

Mat . Papa, dear, what’s he bin doin’ to ye? 

O’jPV. This man—who has passed himself off as a major- 
general—^he’s a swindler—an imposthor—he’s deceived us all— 
he’s practised on our inexperience. 

Car . Arthur—^Arthur—speak—what, oh, what Is this? 

‘Mat. Don’t call him Arthur—his name’s Tom—Tom. 

Car. Tomtom ? Impossible. Tell them, Arthur, that it is 
false. Tell them that you are not—yon cannot be Tomtom! 

O’FV. His name’s Tom Cobb. Tom Cobh, Mr. Bulstrode— 
and he’s a swindlin' apothecary—the man you’ve been adver¬ 
tising for these six months. 

* [Caroline /atnto in Mr. and Mrs. Eppikoham’s arms. 

Bui. Amazement! 

Mr . Eff . Monster—once more behold your work I 

Mrs . Eff . Viper 1 Creeping, crawling, unadulterated viper ! 

Tvm . I am Tom Cobb, M.li.C.S.; there’s my card—** Tom 
Gobb, 6." {Frodwdng handlxrchie /.) Lead me away. 

Bui. This is a day of great events. We have sought yon 
everywhere for six monthi. 
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Tom, I know you have* Your advertisement has been the 
nightmare of my life. 

Btd, Amazement I There was a nameless old man, who bore 
so strong a resemblance to you, thrit scoffers called him by your 
name. He died in squalor, barely siz months since. 

Tom, All is over—lead mo away 1 

Bui, He was supposed to have much money in the house, 
though not a penny could be found. But besides this untold 
gold, there was standing in his name a sum amounting to 
£12,0001 

Tom, I know nothing about the £12,0001 But I am amen¬ 
able to the law. Take me to my dungeon 1 
Bui, No dungeon yawns for you, oh, happy sir. Wealth-— 
wealth waits you open-armed! 

AB. What! 

BuK You had a father once—that father yet another of his 
own, the aged man so strangely like yourself. That aged 
person had a son—that son another son—that son your lather, 
and that other son yourself I 

Tom. Then—1 am the old man’s grandson! 

Bui, That is the same idea in vulgar phrase. You^ue his 
grandson and his heir-at-law. 

Car, (revivify). My poet-surgeon, and my old, old love! 
(Emifracing him.) 

Mr8,£ff, My son! 
jStef. My brother! « 

Tom, Well, Colonel, I must trouble you to hand over the 

property. If it’s inconvenient- 

&Fi, It is. (From behind hie handkerdtie/,) 

Tom, Well, I’m sorry, that’s all 

O^Fi, Maybe ye’re sorry, sorr; but ye're not oo sorry as I 
am, I’ll go bajl! 

Mat, Papa dear, don’t fret. Sure, Pm a poor penniless girl 
now; but ain’t 1 goin* to many a handsome and ginerous 
young gintleman of good fortune? (Leaningon Tou'aahouider,) 
And won't he be a son to ye, and give ye a home for the rest of 
yerdaye? 

[Whipple ajTjsears to remonstraie vtithher, GaeoIiIXIB 
. expreatee indignation and dings to her moOier, 

Tom, Butlprotestl 

O^Fi, Tom Cobb, ye spake like a ^ntleman. Ye're not a 
pnileman, but ye spake like one. I accent yer offer with pdde 
and gratitude, my eon! (8de» Aw Aand.; 

21^ Get out! (Sham him Whipple, take thia young 
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lady. Matilda, go \rith the bills I {Eand^ her to Whipplf, 
who iakeo her up, expostulating with hr.) Caroline, you loved 
me as a penniless, but poetical major*general; can you still love 
me as a wealthy, but unromcAitic apothecary ? 

Car, I can 1 I can love you as a wealthy anything! 

Mrs. Eff, We all can! 

Eul. All! 

[They group about him, Mr. and Mrs. Effingham on 
eo^ 8^, Bulstrode behind, and Oabolinb at his 
feet; the Colonel, Whipple, anrf Matilda seated 
Q)t table, with their heads buried in their arms. 




THE SORCERER. 

AN ENTIRELY ORIGINAL MODERN COMIC 
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IN TWO ACTS. 


EirU produted at the Opera Comique Theatre, Mr. R. D'Oyl'. 
C!arte, on Navemba VJ, 1877^. 



DBAMATIS PKKSONiE. 

SiK Marmaoukr PoiNTnnxTBEi an elderly HaroMt* 

Alkmh, of the Grenadier Quarde—his Son, 

Dit. Daly, Vkar of Pi’Oerleigh, * 

Joiin Wbllihgtow Wells, of J, W, Welh ^ Co.^ FoBodly Seroerert, 
Notary. 

Lady Saroazurb, a Lady of ancient lineage. 

Alike, her Laughter—hetrothed to Alexis. 

Mrs. Partlxt, a Pew-Opener, 

Cokstakcb, her Daughter, 

Choms of Peaeantryt 
ACT I. 

GROUNDS OF SIB MARMADUKE’S MANSION. 

[Half an how is supposed to elapse between Atde I, and JL] 

ACT 11. 

MARKET-PLACE OF PLOYERLEIGH. 


Time— The Present Day. 
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ACT L 

ScEKB.^(?anZ«n of Sir MarmjdiAke*B Elizahethan mantwn, 
TA« end of a large marquee^ open, and showing portion of 
' toMe covert with whiU cloth, on which are joints of meat, 
teapots, cups, bread and butter, jam, etc. To the bach 
a rais^ terrace with steps. A park in the background, 
with spire of church seen above the trees. 

ChOBUS of PEASANTItrt 

Sing forth, pro bcih, 

With clarion sound— 

Forget your knells, 

For joys abound. 

Formt your notes 
CS mournful lay. 

And from your throats 
Pour joy to-day. 

For to-day young Alexis—young Alexis Pointdextro 
Is betrothed to Aline—^to Aline Sangaznie, 

And that pride of bis sex is—of his sex is to be next heti 
At the feast on the green—on the green, oh, be sure I 

Sing forth, ye bells, etc. 

[At the end of (dwms, exeunt tlw Hen into house. 
Enter Mbs. Pabtlet, meting Constance, her daughter, 

* RECrTATIVB. 

Mrs, P. Constance, mj danffhter, why this strange depression ? 

The villa^ rings with seasonable jo^, 

Because we young and amiable Alexis, 

Heir to the great Sir Marmaduke Pointdeztn^ 

Is plighted to Aline, the only daughter 
Of Annabella, Lady Sangazure. 

Ton, yon alone are sad and out of spirits; 

What ii the reaMn ? Speak, my daughter, speak I 

B 


IL 
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Oh, mother, do not uk t If my complexion 
From red to white should change in quick Bucceeaion^ 
And then from white to red, oh, take no notice! 

If my poor limbe shall tremble with emotion, 

Pay no attention, mother—it is nothing I 
If long and deepi>dnwn sighs I chance to utter, 

Oh, heed them not, their cause must ne’er be known! 
Jfrs. P, My child, be candid; think not to deceive 

The eagle-eyed pew-opener~yoa love! 

Con. (asjcfe). How guessed she that, my heart's most cherished secret ? 
(A/oud.; I do love, fondly—madly—hopelessly! 

Asia.—C oxsTAxcx. 

Wlien he is here, 

I sigh with pleasure; 

When he is gone, 

I sigh with grief. 

My hopeless fear 
Mo soul can measure; 

His love alone 

Can give my aching heart relief 1 
When he is cold, 

I weep for sorrow: 

When he is kind, 4 

I weep folr joy. 

My grief untmd 
Knows no to-morrow. 

My woe can And 
Mo hope, no solace, no alloy I 

[At the end of the wng, Mbs. Pabtlet eUently motione 
to Women to Uam them together. Exeunt Chorus. 

Mrs, P, Come, tell me all about it I Do not fear— 

I, too, have loved; bnt that was Iom a^! 

Who is the object of your young af^tlo''.s? 

Con. Hush, mother! He is here! 


Enter Db. Daly. Be is pensive^ and does not see them. He 

nfe on eUnd , 

Mrs, P, (omaesd). Our reverend vicar 1 

Con, Oh, pitv me, my heartis almost broken! 

Mrs, P, , My child, be comforted. To such an union 
, I shall not offer any opposition. 

Take him—he's yours I May you and he be happy I 
Con, But, mother dear, he is not yours to give! 

Mrs, P, That^s tme, indeed! 

Cba. Ha might object! 

Jfrs. P, He mig^t. 

Bui come; take heart 111 probe him on the subject. 
Be comforted; leave this alair to me. 
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ReorativS'-Db. Dalt. 

The air ia ebai;pfed with amatory numbers— 

Soft madrigals, and dreamy lovers* lays. 

Peace, peime, old hearM Why waken from its slambers 
The aching memory of the old, old days 'i 

Ballad. 

Time was when I^ove and I were well acquainted. 

Time was when we walked ever hand m hand, 

A saintly youth, with worldly thought untainted— 

None better loved than I in all the land! 

Time was when maidens of the noblest station, 

Forsaking even military men, 

Would gaze upon me, rapt in adoration. 

Ah me! 1 was a fair young curate then I 

Had I a headache ? sighed the maids assembled; 

Had 1 a cold? welled forth the silent tear; 

Did I look, pale ? then half a parish trembled; 

And when 1 coughed all thought the end was near. 

1 had no care—no jealous doubte hung o'er me; 

For 1 was loved beyond all other men. 

Fled gilded dukes and belted earls before me. 

Ah me! I was a pale young curate then! 

[At tJie conclusion of the ballad, Mbs. Pabtlrt comes 
forward with Constanor. 

Mrs. P. Good day, reverend sir. 

Dr. D. Ah, good Mrs. Partlet, I am glad to see you. And 
your little daughter, Constance! Why, she is quite a little 
woman, I declare I 

Con. (aside). Oh, mother, I cannot speak to him! 

Mrs. P. Yes, reverend sir, she is nearly eighteen, and as good 
a girl as ever stepped. (Aside to Db. D.) Ah, sir, Tni afraid 
I shall soon lose her! 

Dr.D. (aside to Mbs. P.). Dear mel you pain me very miiuh 
Is she delicate ? 

Mrs. P, Oh no, sir; I don’t mean that; but young girls look> 
to get married. 

JJr. D. Oh, I take you. To bo sore. But there’s plenty of 
time for that. JPour or five years hence, Mrs. Partlet, four or 
five years hence. But when the time does come, I shall have 
much pleasure in marrying her myself— 

Oon. (aside). Oh, mother I 

Dr, D, To some strapping young fellow in her own rank of 
life. 

Con, {intears). He does not bve mel 
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Mn, P. 1 have often wondered, reverend sir (if youll excuse 
the liberty), that you have never married. 

(aside). Be still, my fluttering heart 1 

Mrs, P, A clergyman’s wife do(£ so much good in a villi^. 
Besides that, you are not so young as you were, and before very 
.ong you will want somebody to nurse you, and look after your 
little comforts. 

Dr, D, Mrs. Fartlet, there is much truth in what you say. I 
am indeed getting on in years, and a helpmate would cheer 
my declining days. Time was when it might have been; but 
1 have left it too long. 1 am an old fogey now, am I' not, my 
dear ? (to Constance)- a very old fogey, indeed. Ha! ha ] No, 
Mrs. Purtlct, my mind is quite made up. I shall live and die a 
solitary old bachelor. 

Con. Oh, mother, mother 1 (Sobs on Mbs. Pabtlet’s hostm.) 

Mrs, P, Come, come, dear one, don’t fret. At a more fitting 
time we will try again—we will try a^in. 

[Exeunt Mbs. Pabtlet amd Constance. 

Dr, D, (looking after them). Poor little girl I I’m afraid she 
has something on her mind. She is rather comely. Time was 
when this old heart would have throbbed in double time at the 
sight of such a fairy form! But tush! 1 am puling 1 Here 
come the young Alexis, with his proud and happy father. Let 
me dry this tell'tale tear I 


Enter SiB Mabmaduke and Alexis/ rom Aousfb 
Recitative. 

Dr, D, Sir Marmaduke—my dear young friend, AWis— 

On this most happy, most suspicions plightii^. 
Permit me, as a true old friend, to tender 
My Best, my very best congratulations! 

6itr M, Sir, you are most obleeging I 

ties. Dr. Daly, 

My dear old tutor and my valued pastor, 

1 thank you from the bottom of my heart I 

(Spoken through music,) 

Jpr.D* May fortune bless you I may the middle d'stance 
Of your young life be pleasant as the foreground— 
The joyous foreground 1 and, when you have reached 
May that which'now is the &r-off horizon, 

But which will then become the middle distance. 

In fruitful promise be exceeded only 

By that which will have opened, in the mean time, 

Into a new and glorious horizon I 



THE SORCERER 


*45 


Af* M, Dear sir, that is an excellent exampfle 
Of an old school of stately compliment, 

To which 1 have, through life, been mach ac1dioted« 

Will you obleege me with a copy of it, 

In clerkl;|r manuBcrifn, that 1 m^^'self 
May use it on appropriate occasions ? 

JDr. D, Sir, you shall have a fairly written copy 

Ere Sol has sunk into hie western slambers! 

\Exit Db. Dalt. 

Sir M, (to Alexis, who it in a rever/e). Come, come, my 
son—^your fiancit will be here in five minutes. Bouse yourself 
to receive her. 

Alex.ijinng). Oh, rapture 1 

Sir M. Yes, you are a fortunate young fellow, and I will not 
disguise from you that this union with the house of Sangazure 
realizes my fondest wishes. Aline is rich, and she comes of a 
sufficiently old family, for she is the seven thousand and thirty- 
seventh in direct descent from Helen of Troy. True, there was 
a blot on the escutcheon of that lady—that affair with Paris— 
but where is the family, other than my own, in which there is 
no flaw? You are a lucky fellow, sir —a very lucky fellow I 

Alex. Father, 1 am welling over with limpid joyl No 
sicklying taint of sorrow overlies the lucid lake of liquid love, 
upon which, hand in hand. Aline and 1 are to float into 
eternity! 

Sir M. Alexis, 1 desire that of your love for this young lady 
you do not speak so openly. You are always singing ballads in 
praise of her beauty, and you expect the very menials who wait 
behind your chair to chorus your ecstasies. It is not delicate. 

Akx. Father, a man who loves as 1 love- 

Sir M Pooh, pooh, sir! fifty years ago I madly loved your 
future mothcr-in-law, the Lady SSangazure, and 1 have reason 
to believe that she returned my love. But were we guilty of 
the indelicacy of publicly rushing into each other's arms, ex- 
daiming— 

^ Bboitative. 

** Oh, my adored one! ” “ Beloved boy!" 

** Xcstatic nptura 1" *' Unmingled joy 1 ** 

which seems to be the modem fashion of love-making? No, 
it was, Madam, 1 trust you are in the enjoyment of good 
health.''—“ Sir, you are vastly polite, I protest I am mighty 
well"<-Hmd so forth. Much more delicate—^much more re¬ 
spectful. But see—^AUne approaches j let 'as retire, that she 
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may compose herself for the interesting ceremony In which sh« 
is to play so important a part. 

[Exeunt Sib Mabmadukk into Aousa 


EnUr Aline, preceded hy Charm qf Girla^ 

Chorus of Girls. 

With heart and with voice 
Let us welcome this mating! 

To I he youth of her choice, 

W ith a heart palpitating, 

Comes uie lovely Alias I 

Mav their love never cloy! 

May their bliss be unbounded! 

■\Vith a halo of joy 
May their lives'be surrounded! 

Heaven bless our Aline! 


Rkcitativk.—Altnr. 

Vy kindly friends, I thank you for this greeting, 
And as you wish me every earthly joy, 

1 trust your wishes may have quick fulfilment t 


Aria.—At.tne. 

OIl happy young heart! 

Comes thy young lord a-wooing, 
With joy in his eyes. 

And pride in his breast. 

Make much of thy prize, 

For he is the best 
That ever came a-sning. 

Yet—yet we must part, 

Young heart t 
Yet—yet we must part. 

Oh, merry young heart, 

Bright are the days of thy iro<dngl 
But happier Air * „ 

The days untried. 

Ko sorrow can mar 
When Love has tied 
The knot there's no undoing. 

Then, never to part, ' 

Voanghcaitl 
Then, never to part 1 
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EwUnr Ladt Sangazubb. 

Rbcityivb.-~Ladt S. 

My child, I join in ^ese eoDn^lEtions. 

Heed not the tear that dime uiie eye! 

Old memories crowd upon me. Tuongh 1 sorroiTf 
’Tie for myself, Aline, and not for thee I 

Enter Albxis from houee, preceded hp Ohorut of Men. 

Chorus of Mxn ahd Wombh. 

With heart and with voice 
Let US welcome this mating x 
To the maid of his choice, 

With a heart palpitating, 

Comes Alexis the brave t 

Sir Mabmaduke entere from house. Lady Saxgazube and he 
exhibit signs of strong emotion at the sight of mck other, 
lohich they endeavour to repress; Alexis anal Aline rtwA 
into each othes^s arms, 

Begitativk. 

Alex. Oh, my adored one! 

Ait. Beloved boy I 

Alex. Ecstatic rapture! 

AH. Unmingled joy! 

Dukt.<~Sib Mabmaduke and Ladt Saeoaeurb* 

Sir M, {vnth solely courtesy). 

Welcome joy, adieu to sadness! 

As Aurora gilds the day, 

So those eyes, twin orbs of gladness, 

Chase the clouds of care away. 

Irresistible incentiv^ 

Bids me humbly kiss your hand; 

I'm your servant most attentive, 

Most attentive to command. 

(Asidr, with frantie eehemenee.) 

. Wild with adoration I 
Mad with fascination 1 
To indulge my lamentation 
No occasion do 1 miss! 

Goaded to distraction 
By maddening inaction, 

I tod some satisfAction 
In iqiostrophe like this i 
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*' Suigaxiue immortal^ 

Sangazure divine, 

Welcome to my poitid, 

Angel, oh, bis ijuine 1 ** 

(Aloud with much ceremony ,'^ 

Irresistible incentive 
Bids me humbly kiss your hand | 

I’m your servont most attentive, 

Most attentive to command! 

T^y tU Sir, I thank yon most politely 
For your graceful courtesee: 

Compliment more true knightly 
Never yet was paid to me 1 
Chivalry is an ingredient 
Sadly lacking in our land. 

Sir, 1 am your most obedient, 

Most obedient to command t 

(Asicfe, with great vehemence,) 

Wild with adoration! 

Mad with fascination! 

To indulge my lamentation 
No occasion do 1 miss! 

Goaded to distraction 
By maddening inaction, 

1 iind some satisfaction 
In apostrophe Uke this t 
** Marmaduke immortal, 

Marmaduke divine, 

Take me to thy portal, 

Loved one, oh, be mine 1 ” 

(Atoudf with much ceremony.) 

Chivalry is an ingredient 
Sadly lacking in oiir land. 

Sir, 1 am your most obedient. 

Most obedient to command! 

* 

[During thie duet a small toMe Jiaa been ^placed upon 
stage, hy Miis. Fabtlet. The Counneel has ent&red, 
and prepares marriage contract behind talie. 


Becitatzve—C oirifBBL. 

All is prepared for sealing and for signino;, 
The contract has been drafted as agreed; 
Approach the table, oh ye lovers pining. 

With hand and seal come execute the deed! 




[Alexis and Aline advance and s^, Alexis supported 
by SiB MABMAmrKE, Aline by her mother. 
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Chorus. 

See they sign, without e quiver, it— 

Then to seal proceed. 

They deliver it^they deliver it 
Ab their act and deed ! 

Aloh 1 deliver it—I deliver it 

Ab my act and deed [ 

A/k 1 deliver it—1 deliver it 

Ab my act and deed I 

Chorus. 

With heart and with voice 
Let UB welcome this mating i 
Leave them here to rejoice, 

With true love palpitating— 

Alexis the brave, 

And the lovely Aline 1 

\Exmnt aU but Alexis and Alixr. 

Alex. At last we are alone! My darling, you are now irre> 
Tocably betrothed to me. Are you not very, very happy ? 

Alt. Oh, Alexis, can you doubt it ? Do I not love you be¬ 
yond all on earth, and am I not beloved in return? Is not 
true love, faithfully given and faithfully returned, the source of 
every earthly joy? 

Alex, Of that there can be no doubt. Oh that the world 
could be persuaded of the truth of that maxim! Oh that the 
world would break down the artificial barriers of rank, wealth, 
education, age, beauty, habits, taste, and temper, and rcoc^ize 
the glorious principle, that in marriage alone is to be found the 
panacea for every ill! 

Alt. Continue to preach that sweet doctrine and you will 
succeed, oh, evangel of true happiness I 

Alex, I hope so, but as yet the cause progresses but slowly. 
Still 1 have made some converts to the principle, that men and 
women should be coupled in matrimony without distinction of 
rank. 1 have lectured on the subject at Mechani&s’ Institutes, 
and the mechanics were unanimous in favour of my views. I 
have preached in workhouses, beershops, and lunatic asylums, 
and^ have been received with enthusiasm. I have addressed 
navvies on the ^vantages that would accrue to them if they 
married wealthy ladies of rank, and not a navvy dissented. 

A^ Mdble fellows 1 And yet there are those who hold that 
the uneducated classes are not open to argument ] And what 
do the countesses say ? 

Akx. Why, at present, it can’t be denied, the arbtoenK^ hold 

•loot 
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AH. The working man is the true Intelligence, after all! 

AUx. He is a noble creature when he is quite sober. Yes, 
Aline, true happiness comes of true love, and true love should 
be independent of external influes’ces. It should live upon itseU 
and bj itself-—in itself love should live for love alone I 

Ballad. 

Alee. Love feeds on many kinds of food, I know. 

Some love for rank, and some for duty; 

Some give their hearts away for empty show, 

And others love for youth and beuity. 

To love for money all the world is prone; 

Some love themselves, and live all londy. 

Give me the love that loves for love alone; * 

I love that love—1 love it only 1 

What man for any other joy can thirst, 

Whose loving wife adores him duly ? 

Want, misery, and care may do their worst. 

If loving woman loves yon truly. 

A lover's uioughts are ever with his own ; 

None truly loved is ever lonely. 

Give me the love that loves for love alone; 

1 love that love—1 love it only I * 

AH, Oh, Alexis, those are noble principles I 

Mex. Yes, Aline, and 1 am going to take a desperate step in 
support of them. Have you ever heard of the firm of J, W. 
Wells and Oo., the old-established family sorcerers, in St Mary 
Axe? 

AH. I have seen their advertisement 

Alex. They have invented a philtre, which, if report may be 
believed, is simply infallible. 1 intend to distribute it through 
the village, and within half an hour of my doiL^ so, there will 
not be au ^ult in the place wlio will not have learnt the secret 
of pare and fasting happiness. What do you say to that? 

AH, Well, dear, of course a filter is a very useful thing in 
a house; quite indispensable in the present state of Thames 
water; but still I don’t quite see that it is the sort of thing 
that places its possessor on the very pinnacle of earthly joy. 

AJex, Aline, you misunderstand me. 1 didn’t say a niter—I 
s^id philtre. « 

AH, So did I, dear. I said a filter, 

Alex, No, dear, you said a filter. 1 don’t mean a filter—1 
mean a philtre,—^ph, you know. 

AH. (pkurmed^ You don’t mean a love-potion ? 

Ahx. On the oontrarj^I do mean a love-potion. 
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J3A, Oh, Alexis, 1 don't think it would be right. I don't 
indeed. And then—a real magician I Oh, it would be down¬ 
right wicked. 

Akx. Aline, is it, or is it not, a laudable object to steep the 
whole village up to its lips in love, and to couple them in matri- 
monj, without distinction of age, rank, or fortune ? 

Mi. Unquestionably, but— 

AUx. Then, unpleasant as it must be to have recourse to 
supernatural aid, 1 must nevertheless pocket my aversion, in 
deference to the great and good end I have in view. (^Calling.) 
Hercules 1 


Enter a Fage/fom tent. 


Page. Yes, sir. 

Alex. Is Mr. Wells there? 

Page. He’s in the tent, sir—refreshing. 

Akx. Ask him to be so good as to step this way. 

Page. Yes, sir. [Exit Page. 

Alt. Oh, but, Alexia 1 A real sorcerer! Oh, I shall be 

frightened to death I 

Alex. 1 trust my Aline will not yield to fear while the strong 
right arm of her Alexis is here to protect her. 

Ali. It's nonsense, dear, to talk of your protecting me with 
your strong right arm, in face of the fact that this Family 
tiorcerer could change me into a guinea-pig before you coulil 
turn round. 

Alex, He cwld change you into a guinea-pig, no doubt, but 
it is most unlikely that lie would take such liWty. It’s a most 
respectable firm, and 1 am sure he would never be guilty of so 
untradesmanlike an act. 

Enter Mb. Wells from tent. 

Mr. W. Good day, sir. [Alike mwh terrified. 

Alex. Good day. 1 believe you are a sorcerer. 

Mr. W. Yes, sir, we practise necromancy in all its branches. 
WeVe a choice assortment of wishing^ps, divining-rods, 
amulets, chamft, and counter-charms. We can cast you a 
nativity at a low figure, and we have a horoscope at three and 
six riiat we can guarantee. Our Abudah cheats, each conttuning 
a patent hag who comes out and propheries disasten, with 
spring complete, are strongly recommended. Our Aladdin 
uumpe are very chaste, and our {uophetic tablets, foretelling 
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flverything-^fltom • change of ministry down to a rise In 
Turkish stock—are much inquired for. Our penny curse—one 
of the cheapest things in the trade—is consider^ infallible. 
We have some very superior blessings^ too, but they're very 
little asked for. We’ve only sold one since Christmas—^to a 
gentleman who bought it to send to his mother-in-law—^but it 
^umed out that he was afSicted in the head, and it's been 
returned on our hands. But our sale of penny curses, especially 
on Saturday nights, is tremendous. We can^ turn 'em out fast 
enough. 


Sono.— Mb. Wblls. 

Oh! my tiame ii John Wcllin^on Wells. 
I’m a dealer in magic and spells, 

In blessings and cnrses, 

And ever-filled purses, 

In prophecies, witches, and knells. 

If you want a proud foe to “ make tracks 
If you’d melt a rich uncle in wax— 
You’ve but to look in 
On our resident Djinn, 

Knmber seventy, Simmery Axe. 

We’ve a first-class assortment of magic | 
And for raising a posthnmous shade 
With effects that are comic or tragic, 
There’s no cheaper house in the trMe. 
Love-philtre—we’ve quantities of it! 

And for knowledge if any one bums. 
We keep an extremely email prophet 
Who brings us unbounded returns: 

Oh! he can prophesy 
With a wink of his eys» 

Peep with security 
Into futurity. 

Sum up your history, 

Clear up a mystery, 

Humour proclivity 
For a nativity—for a nativity | 

Mirrors so magical, 

Tetrapods tragical, 

Bogies spectacular, 

Answers oracular. • 

Facts astronomical, 

Solemn or comical, 

And, if yon want it, ho 
Makes a leduction on taking a qnaatttyt 

Oh! 

If any one anything loebk 
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He'll find it all ready in itaekiL 
If he'll onl^ look in 
On the reetdent Djinn, 

Humber sevfnty, Simmeiy Axel 

He can raise yon hosts 
Or ghosts, 

And that without reflectors; 

And creepy things 

With wings, 

And gaunt and grisly spectres. 

He can fill you crowds 
Of shrouds, 

And horrify you vastly; 

He can rack your brains 

With chains 

And gibberings grim and ghastly 1 

Then, if you plan it, he 
Changes orgnnity, 

With an urbanity 
Full of Satan ity, 

Vexes humanity 
With an inanity 
Fatal to vanity— 

Driving your foes to the verge of insanity ( 

Barring tautology, 

In demonology, 

'Lectro-biolugy, 

Mystic nosology, 

Spirit philology, 

High-class astrology, 

Su^ is his knowledj^ he 
Isn’t the man to require an apology! 

Oh: 

My name is John Wellington Wells. 

I’m a dealer in magic and spells, 

In blessings and curses, 

And ever-filled purses. 

In prophecies, witches, and knells. 

If any one anything lacks, 

He’ll find it all ready in stacks. 

If he’ll only look in 
* On (he resident Djinn, 

Hnmber seventy, Simmery Axel 

Atn, 1 have sent for yon to consult you on a very important 
matter. I believe you advertise a Patent Ozy-Hydrogen Love- 
at-fir8t*^ht Philtre? 

iff. Sir, it ia our leading article. (Producing 4 pMai,) 
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Alw, Now, I want to know if you can confidently gnarantee 
Tt as possessing Ikll the qualities you claim for it in your adver* 
tisement? 

Mr, W, Sir, we are not in thd habit of pufSng our goods. 
Ours is an old-established house with a large family connection, 
and every assurance held out in the advertisement is Tally 
realized. {Hurt.) 

Alt, (aside). Oh, Alexis, don't offend him! Hell change us 
into something dreadful—I know ho will I 

Alex. I am anxious from purely philanthropical motives to 
distribute this philtre, secretly, among the inhabitants of this 
village. I shall of course require a quantity. How do you 
sell it ? 

Mr. W, In buying a quantity, sir, we should strongly advise 
your taking it in the wood, and drawing it off as you ^ppen to 
want it. We have it in four and a half and nine gallon casks— 
also in pipes and hogsheads for laying down, and we deduct 
10 per cent, for prompt cash. 

AH, Oh, Alexis, surely you don't want to lay any down! 

Al^. Aline, the villagers will assemble to carouse in a few 
minutes. Go and fetch the teapot. 

AH. But, Alexis- 

Ahx. My dear, you must obey me, if you please. Go and 
fetch the teapot. 

AH, (joing). I'm sure Dr. Daly would disapprove it. 

[Exit Aline into tent, 

AUx. And how soon does it take effect? 

Mr, W, In half an hour. Whoever drinks of it falls in love, 
as a matter of course, with the first lady ho meets who has also 
tasted it, and his affection is at once returned. One trial will 
prove the fEict. 

Enter Auss/rom tent with large teajpot, 

AUx. Good: then, Mr. Wells, I shall feel obliged if you will 
at once pour as much philtre into this teapot as will sufBcp to 
affect the whole village. 

AH. But bless me, Alexis, many of the villagers are married 
people. 

Mr, W, Madam, this philtre is compounded on the strictest 
principles. On married people it has no effect whatever. But 
are you quite sure that you have nerve enough to carry you 
through we fearful ordeal? 

Alex, In the good cause I fear nothing. 
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Mr, W. Veiy 
Incantation. 


Mr, W, 


Male Voictt, 
Z2r, W, • 


FmiUe Voba, 
Alex, (flside). 

Ah, (aside). 


* 5 ^ 

good; then we will proceed once to the, 
(3^0 stage ^ows dark^ 

iNCANTATlOir. 

Sprites of earth and air-^ 

Fiends of flame and fire« 

Demon souls, 

Come here in shoals, 

This dreadful deed inspire! 

Appear, appear, appear! 

Good master, we are here I 

Noisome hags of night— 

Imps of d^ly shule— 

Jrallid ghosts. 

Arise in hosts, 

And lend me all your aid I 
Appear, appear, appear! 

Good master, we are here I 

Hark, they assemble. 

These fiends of the night 1 
Oh, Alexis, I tremble. 

Seek safety in flight! 


Abia.—Alins. 

Let ns fly to a far-off land, 

Where peace and plenty dwell— 
Where the sigh of the silver strand 
Is echoed in every shell. 

To the joy that land will give, 

On the wings of Love we’ll fly | 
In innocence were to live— 

In innocence there to die! 


Chouvs of Sfikits. 

Too late—too late, 
It may not be! 
That happy fate 
Is not for thee! 


Alexis, Aline, and Mr. Welliu 

Too late—too late, 

That may not be! 

That happy fate 

biutfor 

Mr, W, Now, shrivelled hags, with poison bagi^ 
Disdiaige yomr loathsome loads I 
Spit flame and fire, miholy choir! 

Belch forth your venom, toads! 
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Te demoni fdl. with and ydl| 
Shed corses far afield— 

Ye fiends of night, jonr filtiiy blighi 
In noisome plenty, yield! 

Mr, TT. (powing phuU into tecqHit—flaah)^ 

Number One I 
Chonu. It is done! 

Mr, W, {pouring piMtA into teapot—flaaK^, 

Number Two! 

CAortu. One too few! 

Mr, W. {powingphial into teapot—flash). 

Number Three! 

Chonu Set us free! 

Set us free—our work is done. 
Ha t ha! ha I 

Set us free—our course is nml 
Ha! ha! ha! 


AXiiME and Alexis {aside). 

Let us fly to a far-off land, 

Where peace and plenty dwell— 
Where the sigh of the silver strand 
Is echoed in every shell. 


Chorus of Fiends. 

Ha! ha! hal ha! ha! hal ha! ha! ha! ha! 

{Stage grows light, Mb. Wells hecJcone vSlagen, 


Enter mUagere and oXl the dramatis personoBf danHng joyovdy. 
Sib Mabmauokb enters svith Ladt Sakoazube from 
house. Yioab enters^ absorbed in thought. He is followed 
by Constance. Counsel enters, followed o;|. Mrs. Part 
LET. Mbs. Fabtlet and Mb. Y/ells dtitribute teacups. 

Chorus. 

Now to the banquet we press; 

Now for the eggs, the ham. 

Now for the mustaid and cress. 

Now for the strawberry jam 1 
Now for the tea of onr host, ' 

, Now for the rollicking bun, 

Now for the muffin end toast, 

Now for the gay Sally Lunn I 

Women, The egn, and the bam, and the strawberry jam I 
Men, The Trucking bnn, end the gay Sally Lunn I 
The rollicking, rollicking bun 1 
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jBaoiTATivs.—S ib Haruaduxb. 

Be happy all—the feast is spread before ye, 

Fear nothing,^ but enjoy yourselyes, I pray I 
£a^ ay, and drink—be merry, 1 implore ye, 

For once let thoughUeBS Folly rale the day. 

Teacup Bbindibx. 

JEat, drink, and be gay. 

Banish all worry and sorroir; 

I^ngh gaily to>day. 

Weep, if yoa*re sorry, to-morrow I 
Gome, pass uie cup round— 

I will go bail for the liquor; 

It's strong. I'll be bound, 

For it was brewed by ue vicar I 

Chorus. 

None 00 knowing as be 
At brewing a jorum of tea, 

Ha! bal 

A pretty stifE jorum of tea I 

Trio.—Mb. Wblls, Aline, and Alexis (esuiSi), 

See—see- —they drink— 

All thought unheeding; 

The teacups clink— 

They are exceeding I 
Their hearts will melt 
In half an hour— 

Then will be felt 
The potion's power I 

[JDwring thU verse Constance Aos hrot^M a maU teapot, 
kettle, caddy, and oo^ to Db. Dalt. He maJus tea 
edentifiooMy. 

Bbindisi, 2fKl FiwM.—D b. Dalt (with the tetgMit^ 

Pain, trouble, and care. 

Misery, heart-adie, and wony^ 

Quick, out of your lair I 
Get you all gone in a hurry I 
Toil, sorrow, and plot, 

Fly away quicker and quicker** 

Three spoons to the pot— 

•That u the brew <hE your vicarl 

Cbobus. 

Hone BO canning as he 
At brewing a jorum of tea, 

Hal hat 

4 pietfy stiff joxnm of tea | 
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p)B. Dalt plactt Uapot cn tray hM hy Goutstanos. 
He covwe it with the easy. She tahet tray into the 


Ensbmbls.->-Alkxi 8 AiTD Alinb (oAcb).) 

Oh, love, true love—^unworldly, abiding! 

Source of all pleasnre->tnie fountain of 
Oh, love, true love—divinely confiding, 

Exquisite treasure tliat knows no alloy I 
Oh, love, true love, rich harvest of gladness, 

Peace-bearing tillage-~great garner of bliss— 

Oh, love, true love, look down on our sadness— 
l^ell in this village—oh, hear ns in this I 

[It hecomes evident ly the strange wnduct of the 
charaeCers that the cha/rm w working, AU rtib their 
eyes. 


Tom (oridlg). Alexis, Mr. Wells, and Aline {aside). 


Oh, marvellous illusion I 
Oh, terrible surprise I 
YThat is this strange confusion 
That veils my aching eyes ? 
I must regain my senses, 
Restoring Reason’s law, 

Or fearful inferences 
The company will draw I 


A marvellous illusion— 

A terrible surprise 
Excites a strange confusion 
Within their achinf* eyes— 
They must regain their senses, 
Rretoring Reason’s law, 

Or fearful inferences 
The company will draw I 
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Eat, drink, and be gay, 

Banish all worry and sorrow, 
lAugh gaily to-day. 

Weep, if you’re sony, to-morrofri 
Come, pus ue cup round— 

We wiU go bail for the liquors 
It’s strong. I’ll be bound. 

For it was brewed by the vicaijl 
None so cunning u he 
At brewing a jomm of tea. , 

Hal hAl 

At brewing a joToiu of tea 1 
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ACT IL 

Sain.---ilfari5^-j9Z8C^ in the ViRage. BuUio hmmt* In e&ntr^ 

a market cross. 

Enter Feasants dancing, coupled two and two. An old Man 
with a young Girl. Then an old Woman with a young Man. 
Then other tUroesorted ooup^, 

OpBvxiro Chobus. 

Happy an we in ovr loving frivolity, 

Happjr and joUj as people of quality; 

TiOve is the source of all joy to humanity, 

Money, position, and rank ate a vanity; 

Year ana year we’ve been waiting and tarrying, 

Without ever dreaming of loving and marrying. 

Though we’ve been hitherto deaf, dumb, and blind to it. 

It's pteasant enough when yoa’ve made up your mind to it. 

Enter Gonstamcie, leading Notabt. 

Abia.—C oNsrrABOB. 

Dear friends, take pity on my lot, 

My cnp is not of nectar I 
I long have loved—as who would not ^ 

Our kind and reverend rector. 
hong years ago my love b^an 
So sweetly—yet so sadly— 

But when I saw this plain old nuBi 
Away my old affection ran— 

1 found 1 loved him madly. 

Oh I 

(7b Notabt.) You very, very plain old man, 

1 love, 1 love you madly 1 
Ckane, Ton very, very plain old man, 

She loves, ueloves yon madly! 

Satary • I am a very deaf old man. 

• And hear yon very badly. 

Om 1 know not why I love him so; 

*It is enchantment, surely 1 
He's dry and snnfljr. deaf and alow, 

Ill-tempered, w^, and poorly I 
He’s ugly, and absurdly dressed. 

And or^-eeven nearly, 

He'a evaiytlilBg thatl det^ 

Bat if the tivta mpst be eonlesssd, 

I laveUnimy dsady I 
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Oh! 

(lb Notart.) Yon*ze eyervthing that 1 deteat^ 

But still I love you dearly 1 
Chor%t$, You’re everything tbflJli girls detesti 
But still she loves you dearly! 

Notary, I caught that line, but for the rest 
I did not hear it clearly 1 

[During this verse Alinb and Alexis have entered at 
ba^f unobserved. 

Alinb and Alexis. 

A/as, • 

llie 4'hann vorks well, • 

And rUl are now united. 

Alt, The blind voung boy 

Obeys t&e spell, 

Tueir trou they all have plighted I 
Ensbmblb. 

Alinb and Alexis. C^instance. Notart. 

Oh, joy ! oh, joy I Oh, bitter joy! Ob, joy! oh, joy I 

The charm works well, No words can tell No words can tell 
And all are now How my poor heart My state of mind 
united. is blighted I delighted. 

The blind young boy They'll soon employ They’ll soon employ 
Ot^s the spml, A marriage b(ul, A marriage bell. 

Their troth they all To say that we’re To say that we’re 
have plighted. united. united. 

True happiness I do confess True happiness 

Reigns everywhere, A sorrow rare Reigns everywhere, 

And dwells with My humbled spirit And dwells with 

both the sexes, vexes, both the sexes. 

And all will bless And none will bless And all will bless 

lire thoughtful care Example raze Exam; le rare 

Of their beloved Of their bfloved Of their beloved 

Alexis! • Alexis! Alexis! 

[Allf eze^t Alexis and Aline, dance off to symj^bony, 

Ali. How joyful they all seem in their new-found happiness I 
The whole village has paired off in the happiest manner. "And 
yet not a match has OMn made that the holl^ow world wotdd 
not consider ill-advised! 

Alex, But we are wiser—&r wiser—than the world. Observe 
the good that will become of these ill-assorted unions. The 
miseny wife will check the reckless ex^dituie of her too 
frivolous consort, the wealthy husband will shower innumerable 
bonnets on his penniless bride, and the young and lively spouse 



THE SORCERER, 


361 


will cheer the declining days of her aged partner with comic 
songs unceasing t 

Ali, What a delightful prospect for him I 

Mtsa, But one thing renmins to be done, that my happiness 
may be complete. We must drink the philtre ourselves, that 
I may be assured of your love for ever and ever. 

Mi, Oh, Alexis, do you doubt me ? Is it necessary that such 
love as ours should be secured by artificial means ? Oh no, no, 
no! 

Mfx, My dear Aline, time works terrible changes, and I want 
to place our love beyond the chance of change. 

Mi, Alexis, it is already far beyond that chance. Have faith 
in me, for my love can never, never change! 

AUx, Then you absolutely refuse? 

Mi, I do. If you cannot trust me, you have no right to love 
me—^no right to he loved hy me. 

A3£x, Enough, Aline; I shall know how to interpret this 
refusal. 


Baltjid.—-Alexis. 

Then hast the power thy vaunted love 
To sanctify, all doubt above, 

Despite the gathering shade: 

To make that love of thine so sure 
That, come what may, it must endure 
Till time itself Mall fade. 

Thy love is but a flower 
That fades within the hour I 
If such thy love, oh, shame! 
Call it by other name-~ 

It is not love! 

Thine is the power, and thine done. 
To place me on so proud a throne 
That kings might envy me! 

A priceless throne of love untold, 

More rare than orient pearl and gold. 
But no 1 Thou wonldst be me 1 
Snch love is like the ray 
That dies within the day I 
If such thy love, oh, shame I 
Call it by other name—• 

It is not love 1 



THE SORCERER. 




Enkr Db. Dalt. 


Ih, 2). (mtuing). It is singulari^it is very singular. It has 
overthrown all my calculations. It is distinctly opposed to the 
doctrine of average. I cannot understand it. 

Dear Dr. Daly, what has puzzled you? 

Dr. D, My dear, this village has not hitherto been addicted 
to marrying and ^ving in marriage. Hitherto the youths of 
this village have not been enterprising, and the maidens have 
been distinctly coy. Judge then of my surprise when I tell 
you that the whole village came to me in a body just now, and 
implored me to join them in matrimony with as little' delay as 
posedble. Even your excellent father has hinted to me that 
before very long it is not unlikdy that he, also, may change 
his condition. 

Ali. Oh, Alexis—do you hear that? Are you not delighted? 

Alex. Yes. I confess that a union between your mother and 
my father would be a happy circumstance indeed. {Crornng to 
Db. Dalt.) My dear sir, the news that you bring us is very 
gratifying. 

Dr. D. Yes—still, in my eves, it has its melancholy side. 
This universal marrying recalls the happy days—now, alas I 
gone for ever—when 1 myself might have—but tushl I am 
puling. I am too old to marry—and yet, within the last half- 
hour, I have greatly yearned for companionship. I never re¬ 
marked it before, but the young maidens of this village are 
very comely. ^ likewise are the middle-aged. Alro the 
elderly. All are comely—and a det^ s^%) all are en¬ 

gaged! 

Alu Here comes your father. 


Enter Sir abmadusb with Mrs. Fabtlist, turn-m-arm, 

Alt. and Alex, (aside). Mrs. Fartletl 

Sir M. Dr. Daly, give me joy. Alexis, my dear boy, you 
will, I am sure, be pleased to hear that my declining days are 
not unlikely to be solaced by the companionship of this good, 
virtuous, and amiable woman. 

Alex. (nUher taken aback). My dear fother, this is not alto¬ 
gether what 1 expected. I am certainly taken scnnewhat by 
surprise. Still it can hardly be necessa^ to assure you that 
any wife of yours is a mother of mine. (Aside to An^.) It 
is not quite what I could have wished. 

Mrs, P. (crossing to Auais). Oh, sir, I entreat your forgive- 
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ness. I am aware that eocially I am not everything that could 
be deured, nor am I blessed with an abundance of worldly 
goods, but I can at least confer on your estimable father the 
great and priceless dowry of % true, tender, and loving heart. 

Akx. (ccUdly), 1 do not question it. After all, a faithful 
love is the true source of every earthly joy. 

Sir M. 1 knew that my boy would not blame his poor father 
for acting on the impulse of a heart that has never yet misled 
him. Zorah is not, perhaps, what the world call beautiful- 

Dr. D. Still she is comely—distinctly comely! (^gha.) 

AH. Zorah is very good, and very clean and honest, and 
quite sober in her habits; and that is worth far more than 
^uty, dear Sir l^armaduke. 

Dr. D. Yes; beauty will fade and perish, but personal 
cleanliness is practically undying, for it can be renewed when- 
ever it discovers symptoms of decay. My dear Sir Marmaduke, 
1 heartily congratulate you. (Sig?i8.) 

Quintette* 

Alexis, Aline, Sir Marmaduke, Zorah, and Dr. Dalt* 



I rejoice that it's decided. 

Happy now will be bin life. 

For my‘father is provided 

With a true and tender wife t 

Etuen^. 

She will tend him, nurse him, mend him. 
Air his linen, diy his tears. 

Blese the thoughtful fates that send him 
Such a wife to soothe his years! 

AH. 

Ho young giddy thoughtless maiden, 

Full 01 graces, airs, and jeer*— 

But a sobtf widow, l^en 

With the weight of fifty yean 1 

Sir 11. 

Ko hig^-hom exacting beauty. 

Blazing like a jewelled sun— 

But a win who'll do her duty. 

As that duly should be done I 

Mr$.P. 

* 

I'm no saucy minx and giddy— 

Hnssies such as they abound— 

But a clean and tidy widdy, 

Well be-known lor miles around 1 

Er.R. 

All the village now have mated. 

All are happy as can be— 

I to live alone am fated: 

No one's left to many me f 

AusmUs. 

She will tend him, etSb 
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[Eaeetmt Sib Mabhaoukb and Mbs. Pabtlbt, Aunh 
and Alexis. Db. Dalt lookf after them senti- 
mentudly, then txit with a sigh, Mb. Wells, whr 
has overheard part of this and who has 

remained concecded behind ^e market crossj comes 
down as they go off, 

Becitativb.—Mr. Wblu. 

Oh, I have wrought much evil with mv spells I 
An ill I can't undo 1 
This is too bad of you, J. W. Wells^ 

IVhat wrctng have they done you ? 

And see—at^olbiex love-lom lady comes^ 

Alas, poor stricken dame! 

A gentle pensiveness her life benumbs— 

And mine, alone, the blame I 

(Sits at/oot qfmarhet cross.) 


Ladt Saeoaettbe enters. She is very mdancholy. 

Lady 8^ Alas I ah me! and well-a-day 1 

I sigh for love, and well I may, 

For I am very old and gray. 

But stay I 

(fSses Mb. Wells, and becomes fasoinaied by him,') 
Beoitativb. 

Lady 8, What is this fai^ form I see before me ? 

Mr, W, Ohj horrible I—she's going to adore me 1 
This last catastrophe 18 overpowering! 

Ledy 8, Why do you glare at me wim visage lowering? 

For pity’s sake, recoil not thus from me I 
Mrm W, My lady, leave me—this may never be I 

Dmcr.—I jAdt SAKaAznitB akd Mb. Wxlu, 

Mr, W, Hate me I I drop my H's—have through life I 
Lady 8, Love me! I’ll drop them too! 

Mr, W, Hate me I t always eat peas with a knife 1 

Lady 8, Love me I I’ll eat like yon I 

Mr, W, Hate me! I spend the day at Rosherville 1 

Lady 8, Love me! that joy 1*11 share I 

Mr, W, Hate me I 1 often roll down One Tree Hill I 

Lady 8, Love me 1 I’ll join yon there! 

Lady 8, Love me! my pr^udices I will drop I 

Mr, W, Hate me I that’s not enough I 

LaAi 8, Love me I I’ll come and help yon in the shopl 

Mr, W, &te me I the life is rough 1 

Ledy & Love me I my grammar I will all foxswsaxi 



THE SORCERER, 


265 


Mr, W, Hate me! abjure my lot I 

Lady 8, Love me! I’ll stick sunflowere in my hairl 

Mr, W» Hate me I they’ll suit you not I 

e 

Rkoitativb.—Mb. Wells. 

At what I am going to say be not enraged—* 
I may not love you—^for I am engaged I 
Lady 8, {horrified). Engaged I 
Mr, W, Eng^dl 

To a maiden mir, 

With bright brown hairy 
And a sweet and simple smiley 
Who waits for me 
By the sounding sea, 

On a South Pacific isle« 


(Adda,) A lie! 

Lady A {mournfully), 
Mr, W, (asilde). A lie 1 
Lady A {moumfuUy), 


No maiden wiuts me there 1 
She has bright brown hair; 
No maiden smiles on me 1 
By the soundmg sea 1 


Emsbmblb. 

Lady Saboaxurb. Mr. Wrlib. 

Oh, agony, rage, despair! Oh, agony, rage, dospair! 

The maiden has bright brown hair, Oh, where will this end—oh, where? 

And mine is as white as snow! 1 should like very much to know! 

False man, it will be your fault It will certainly be my fault 
U 1 go to niy family vault, If she goes to her family vault. 

And bury my life-long woe I To bury her life-long woe I 

AoCA* The family vault—the family vault. 

Itwmcert.tol7l»{3^}talt, 

To bury { Sa } life-long woe I 
[jEristf Lady Sangazubk, in great anguiek 


Kboitativb.—Mr. Wklls. 

Oh. hideous doom—to scatter desolation, 

And sow the seeds of sorrow far and wide 1 
To foster mdsallianoea through tihe nation. 

And drive hi|^-hom old dames to suicidal 
Shitil I subject m;^self to reprobation 
Bv leaving her in solitude to pine? 

No! come iraat may, I’ll make iier reparalloBi 
So, aged lady, take me 1—I am thine 1 

[^Mb.Wilea 
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JEVi^'Alibx. 

Ali, This was to have been the hapipiest day of my 
but I am very far from happy 1 Alexis insists that I shall taste 
the philtre—and when 1 try to persuade him that to do so 
'vouid be an insult to my pure and lasting love, he tells me 
that I object because I do not dedre that my love for him shall 
be etemu. Well (sighing and producing a phial), 1 can at 
least prove to him that in that he is unjust 1 


Secitativs. 

Alexis 1 Doubt me not, my loved one 1 SeCy 
Thine uttered will is soveieini law to me I 
All fear—all thought of ill I cast away! 

Itismy darling^ will, and I obey I {ShedriiUatkspMtrs.) 
The fearful deed is donsi 
My love is near 1 
I go to meet my own 
In trembling fear! 

If o*er ns aught of ill 
Should cast a diade. 

It was my darling’s will, 

And I obeyed!, 

fAs Alimx ts gomy off, she meds Db. Dalt, entering 
pmsiwly. He is ^ying on a fiagedet. Under the 
influence of the speU she at once becomes strangely 
fascinated by him, and exhibits emy symptom ^ 
being hopdessly in love with him. 


SoxO.—Dr. DAliT« 

Oh, my voice is sad and I'm, 

And with timid step 1 go— 

For with load of love o'erloden 
I enquire of every maiden, 

** Wul yon wed me, little lady ? 

Will you share my cottage shady ?** 

Little lady answers, ** No! 

Thank you for your kindly proffer— 
Good your hear^ and full your cqfEer | 
Yet I most decline your offer— 

I'm engaged to So-and-ao I" 
So-and-so! 

So-and-so 1 (flageoUt), 

She’s engaged to So-and-so I 
What a rogue yooim hearts to plUagef 
What a worker on Love's tilla^ I 
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%xtxy maiden in the village 
la engaged to So-and-so I 
So-ond-eo I 

So-and-so I (flaffeotet)* 

All engaged to So-and-so I 

[At the end 0/ the tong Bb. Balt sees Aline, and, under 
the influence the poHonffalle in torn with her. 

Ensemble.—Alixb and Db. Dat.t. 

Oh, joyous boon! oh, mad delight! 

Oh, sun and moon ! oh, day and night I 
Rejoice, rejoice with me! 

Proclaim our joy, ye birds above— 

Ye brooklets, murmur forth our lovi^ 

In choral ecstasy: 

Ati, Oh, joyous boon I 

J>r, D, Oh, mad delight 1 

Ati, Oh, sun and moon! 

Dr, D, Oh, day and nighti 

Both, Ye birds and brooks and fruitful trees. 

With choral joy ddight the breexe— 

Rejoice, rejoice with me! 


Enter Alexis. 


Rbcitativx. 


Alex. (uHh nyature). 

Ah', (with oenfluion), 
Alex, 

All, 

AJex, (anuued.) 


Aline, my only love, my happiness I 
Ite philtre—yon have tasted it? 

Yes! Yes! 

Oh, joy, mine, mine for ever and for aye. 

lEmbracee her, 

AleNis, don't do that—yon must not! 

[Db. Dalt interpoaee hetveen them. 
Why? 


Duet.—Aunb and Db. Dalt. 

AJi, Alas! that lovers thus should meet t 

Oh, pity, pity me! 

(Hi, eharge me not with cold deceit; 
k Oh, pity, pity me! 

Ton bade me drink—with trembling aws 
t dmnk, and, by the potion's law, 

I loved the very first I saw! 

Oh, pity, pity me I 

iV« 2K My dear young friend, consolhd bpi* 

We pity, pity yon. 

Di this rm not an agent ftee«i> 

We pity, pity yon. 
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Some most extraoidinaiy spell 
O'er us has cast its mane fell— 

The consequence I need not telL 
We pity, pity yqp. 

Enbbkblb. 

Some most extraordinary spdl 
O’er I I has cast its magic fell— 

The consequence | | need not tell. 

{ } I>"y> P‘3' { m“ ’ 

AUx, (/urtotts/y). Falt^i one, begone—I spurn thee I * 

To tny new lover turn thee! 

Thy perfidy all men shall know. 

Ali, (tn7d?v). 1 coiud not help it! 

Aleae. ifxMing off). Come one, come all! 

Lr, D, We could not help it I 

Alex, (callina off). Obey my call 1 

(un'ldly), I could not help it! 

Alex, (calli^ off). Come, hither, run t 

J)r, D, We could not help it! 

AUx, (calling off). Come, every one 1 

Enter all the characters ercepf Ladt Sakgazube and 

Mb. Wells. 

Chobub. 

0)^ what is the matter, and what is the clatter ? 

He's glowering at her, and threatens a blow 1 
Oh. why does he batter the girl he did flatter ? 

And why does the latter recoil from him bo? 

Becitative.—Alexis. 

^ Prepare for sad Bur{>riBes— 

My love Aline despises I 
No thought of sorrow shames her— 

Another lover claims her! 

Be his, false girl, for better or for worse— 

But, ere you leave me, may a lover’s curse— 

Dr. D. (filming forvmd). Hold > Be just This poor child 
druik the philtre at your instance. She hurried off to meet 
you—^but, most unhappily, she met me instead. As you had 
administmed the potion to both of us, the result was inevitable. 
But fear nothing from me—will be no man*8 rivaU I shall 
quit the country at once—and bury my sorrow in the congenial 

.P ■ 
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My excellent old friend 1 {Taking his hand^ihen 
turning to Mr. Wells, who hao entvnd with Last Sakoazube.) 
Oh, Mr. Wells, what, what is to be done? 

Mr, W. I do not know—4fLd yet—there is one means by 
which this spell may be removed. 

AUx, Name it—ob, name itl 

Mr, W, Or you or 1 must yield up his life to Ahrimanes. 
I would rather it were you. 1 should have no hesitation in 
sacrificing my own life to spare yours, but we take stock next 
week, and it would not be fair on the Go. 

Alex, True. Well, I am ready! 

Alt, N(^ no—Alexis—^it must not be I Mr. Wells, if he 
must die that all may bo restored to their old loves, what is to 
become of me ? 1 should be left out in the cold, with no love 
io be restored to! 

Mr, W. True—I did not think of that, {To the others.") My 
frieuds, I appeal to you, and 1 will leave the decision in your 
hands. 

Firalb. 

Mr, W» Or I or he 

Must die! 

Which shall it be? 

Keply I 

Sir M, Die tiioa ! 

Thou art the cause of all offending! 

Lady S, Die thou! 

Yield thou to this decree unbending I 

Alt, Die thou I 

Mr, W, So be itl I submit 1 My fate is sealed. 

To popular opinion thus 1 yield 1 (Falls.) 

Be happy all—leave me to my despair— 

1 go—it matters not with whom—or where 1 (Oong.) 

[All quit their present partners, and rejoin their old 
lovers. Sib Marmaduke leaves Mbs. Pabtlet, and 
goes to Ladt Sangazure. Aline leaves Db. Dalt, 
and goes to Alexis. Dr. Dalt leaves Aline, and 
goes to Gonstanob. Notary leaves Gon^tanos, an^ 
goes to Mbs. Pabtlet. All the Ghorus make a 
wrreyHmding change. 

All* 

Oh, my adored one 1 

Unmingled joy I 

Eestatie nptnre I 

Beloved boy 1 (They endraoe,) 


Gentlemen, 

Lodm, 

Gentlemen, 

Laitn, 
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Sir M, Come to my maniion, all of you I At leui 
We'll croiro our mptm with aaotber feast* 

EiraxicBCH. 

Sib M abxadvkb, Ladt Sakoazubb, Aubxib, akd AXiOm* 

Now to tile banquet we press; 

Now for the eggs and the hiun^ 

Now for the mustard and cress. 

Now for the strawberry jam I 
C&ortts. Now to the banquet etc. 

Db* Dalt, Gonstahcb, Notabt, abd Mbs. Pabtlbi; 

Now for the tea of our host, 

Now for the rollicking bun. 

Now for the muffin and toast. 

Now for the gay Sally Lunn I 
Ckorrntm Now for the tea, etc. 

(fitnaral Danee^ 
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ACT L 

ScBUTB.— Qmrter^'^ck H.M^8. Pinafore, View of PorU^ 
mouth in distance. Sailors, led hy Boatswain, discovered 
cleaning hrassworh, slicing rope, etc. 

Chorus. 

We ssil the ocean blue, 

And our saucy ship’s a beaufy | 

We’re sober men, and true, 

And attentive to our duty. 

When the balls whistie free o'er the bright blue sea, 

We stand to our guns all day: 

When at anchor we ride on the Portsmouth tide. 

We have plenty of time to play. 


JWfsr Little Butteboup, with large laeket on hw am. 

Sbcitativs. 

Hail, men-o’-wat’s men—safeguards of your nation, 

Here is an end, at last, of all privation; 

You’ve got your pay-spare all you can affbid 
To welcome lattfe Bnttmcnp on board. 

Aria. 

For Pm called little Buttercup, dear little Bntterenp, 
Though I could never tell why, 

But still I’m called Buttercup, poor little Bntterenp, 

Sweet Little Buttercup, I. 

Fve snuff, and tobaecy, and excellent jaeky { ; 

Tve seiason, and watehes, and knives; 
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Fve ribbons and laces to set off the &ces 
Of pretty young sweethearts and wives. 

Tve treacle and toffee and excellent coffeey 
Soft tommy and 8ucculen|> chops; 

I’ve diickens and conies and pretty polonies, 

And excellent peppermint drops. 

Then bay of your Buttercup—dear Little Buttercup, 

Sailors should never be shy; 

So buy of your Buttercup—poor Little Buttercup, 

Come, of your Buttercup buy 1 

Boat, Ay, Little Buttercup—and well called—for you’re the 
rosiest, the roundest, and Uie reddest beautv in all Spithead. 

But. Bed, am 1 ? and round—and rosy 1 Maybe, for 1 have 
dissembled well I But hark ye, my merry friend—hast ever 
thought that beneath a gay and frivolous exterior there may 
lurk a cankerworm which is slowly but surely eating its way 
into one’s very heart ? 

Boat, Ko, my lass, I can’t say I’ve ever thought that 


Enter JiiCK. Deadute. 


He pushes through Sailors. 


Dick, /have thought it often. (AU recoil from him,) 

But, Yes, you look like itl What’s the matter with the 
man ? Isn’t he well ? 

Boat, Don’t take no heed of him; that’s only poor Dick 


BicA. I say—it’s a beast of a name, ain’t it—Dick Deadeye ? 
But, It’s not a nice name. 

Dick, I'm ugly too, ain’t I ? 

But, You are certainly plain. 

BieA. And Pm three-cornered too, ain’t 1? 

But, You ard rather triangular. 

Bid, Hal ha 1 That’s it. I’m ugly, and they hate me for 
it; fur you edl hate me, don’t you? 

Boat, (crossing). Well, Dick, we wouldn’t go for to hurt any 
fellow-creature’s feelings, but you can’t expect a chap with such 
a name as Dick Deadeye to be a popular character—^now, can 
you;? 

Bid. Ho. 

Boat, It’s asking too much, ain’t it ? 

Bid It is. From such a iace and form as mine the noblest 
sentiments sound like the black utterances of a depraved 
imii gi p ation - It is human nature—I am resigned. 
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Bxoitativb» 

But. {UxMtg douM hadchmy)* 

But, tdl m*—irho*B ue youth whose Altering feet 
With difiSoulty beu Urn on his course ? 

BoaU (firouin^). 

That M the smartest lad in all the fleet— 

Balph Backstiaw 1 

Bui, Ha! that name! Remorse! remorse! 


Enter Ralph /rom haU^iway, 

Madbioal.—'Ralph. 

The nightingale 

Loved the pale moon’s bright ray, 

And told his tale 
In his own melodious way ! 

He sang “ Ah, well>a-day! ’* 

AU, He sang “ Ah, well-a-day!" 

The lowly vale 

Por the mountain vainly sighed { 

To his humble wail^ 

The echoing hills replied. 

They sang Ah, well-a-day I" 

AIL They sang “ Ah, well-a-day I" 

Recitativk. 

I know the value of a kindly rhorus, 

But choruses yield little consolation, 

When we have pain and trouble too before us I 
1 love—«nd love, alas, above my station! 

Ruf. (atide). He loves—and loves a lass above his station i 
Ail {vide). Tea, yes, the lass u much above his stati<m! 


Ballad.—Ralph. 


A maiden fair to see, 
lie pearl of minstrelsy, 

A bud of blushing beauty; 
Por whom proud n^les sigl^ 
And with each other vie, 

To do her menial's duty* 

To do her menial's duty. 


A suitor, lowly bom, 

With hopeless passion tom. 
And poor bqrond eoncealinf « 
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Has dared for her to |niM 
At whose exalted Anne 
A world of wealth ii kneeling* 

AiL A world of wealth b kneeling 1 

UnleamM be in aught 

Save that which love has taught* 

(For love had been his tutor) 

Oh, pity, |>ity me— 

Our captain's daughter A& 

And I that lowly suitor I 

AH, And he that lowly enitor! 

\Exit Little BujtTEBcup. 

Boat. Ah, my poor lad, you've climbed too high: our 
worthy cantoiu's child won't have nothin' to say to a poor chap 
like you. Will she, lads ? 

Bide. No, no, captains' daughters don't many foremast 
hands. 

AU ix^fxnlingfrom him). Shame! shame 1 

Boat, (criming). Dick Deadcye, them sentiments o' yourn 
are a disgrace to our common natur'. 

Ralph. But it's a strange anomaly, that the daughter of a 
man who hails from the quarter-deck may not love ajbther 
who lays out on the fore-yard arm. For a man is but a man, 
whether he hoists his flag at the maintruck or his slacks on 
the maindock. 

Lick. Ah, it's a queer world I 

Ralph. Dick Deadeye, 1 have no desire to press hardly on 
you, but such a revolutionary sentiment is enough to make an 
honest sailor shudder. 

Boat, (who has gone on j^p-dech, returns). My lads, our 

gallant captain has come on deck; let us greet him as ao brave 

an officer and ao gallant a seaman deserves. 

* 

Rbcitativb. 

Capt. My gallant erciv, good morning. 

Au (saluhng). Sir, ^eed morning! 

pnt». I hope you're all well. , 

Alt (as before). Quite well; and yon, sir ? 

Cc^. 1 am reasonable in health, and happy < 

To meet you all once more. 

All (as before). Ton do ni prond, ilc I 


St 


SOKO.—Gattaxe. 

I am the Captain of tibe Pinafore I 
And a right good captain, too f 
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Capt, 


AO. 

Cb^, 


Ait, 

Cmat, 

AM. 


Oapt, 

Ail 

Capi. 


Aik 


Capk 



Toa'n Toy, very good| 

And be it iinderrt<^ 

I command a right good ertir* 

We’ro veiy,^ery good. 

And be it umlentood 
He eommanda a right good ereir. 

Though related to a peer, 

I can nand, reef, and steer, 

And ship a selvagee; 

I am never known to quail 
At the fury of a gale, 

And I’m never, never sick at seal 
What, never? 

No, never! 

What, never f 
Ha^ly ever 1 

He's hardly ever sick at sea I 
Then give three cheers, and one cheer more^ 

For the hardy Captain of the Pinafore I 
I do my best to satisfy yon all— 

And with you we’re quite content. 

You’re exceedLagly polite, 

And I think it on^ right 
To return the compliment. 

We're exceedingly polite. 

And he thinks it’s only nght 
To return the compliment. 

Bad language or abuse, 

I never, never use, 

Whatever the emergency; 

Though, “ bother it,” I may 
Occasionally say, 

I never use a big, big D — 

What, never 7 
No, never! 

What, never t 
Hardly ever I 

Hardly ever swears a big, big D—— 

Then give three cheers, and one cheer more, 

For the well-bred Captain of the Pinafore I 

[After song exeunt alt but Captaib; 


Enter Little BuTTSBcur. 
Rbcxtativs. 

Buk ffir, yon an sad. The silent eloquence 

Of yonder tear that trembles on your eydash 
Proclaims a sorrow far more deep than commoii { 
Gonilde in me—fear not—I am a motiier 1 
Copt. TeSf little Bnttaroop, I’m sad and sony— 
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My dAtighter, JoBephinef the leireBt flower 
That ever blossomed on ancestral timber, 

Is sought in monru^ by Sir Jos^ Porter, 

Our Admiralty's First Loid,<iub for some reasoD| 
She does not seem to tackle kindly to ib 
Bni, {mth smotion). 

Ah, poor Sir Joseph I Ah, I know too well 
The anguish of a heart that loves bnt vainly! 

But see, here comes your most attractive daughter. 
I ^ 0 —Farewell! 

Capt, (UxMng after her), A plump and pleasing person! 


Enter Josephine on She eomee down, twining^eome 
flovme which s^e carries in a amaU baeket, 

BALLAD.^Q8EPnXNB« 

Sorry her lot who loves too well, 

Heavy the heart that hopes but vainly, 

Sad are the sighs that own the spell 
Uttered by eyes that speak too plainly; 

Heavy the sorrow that bows the head 
When love is alive and hope is dead I 
Sod is the hour when seta the sun— 

Dark is the ni^t to earth’s poor daughters, 

When to the ark the wearied one 
Flies from the empty waste of waters! 

Heavy the sorrow that bows the head 
When love is alive and hope is dead 1 

Capt My child, I grieve to aee that you are a prey to 
melancholy. You shoiUd look your heat to^y, for Sir Joseph 
Porter, K.G.B., will be here this afternoon to claim your 
promi^ hand. 

•Tbs. Ah, father, your words cut me to the quica. | can 
esteem—reverenc^venerate Sir Joseph, for ho is a peat and 
good man; hut oh, 1 cannot love him! My heart la already 
given. 

Capt. (aside). It is, then, as I feared, fAloud.) Given? 
And to whom? Not to some gilded lordlingr 

Jos. No, father—the object of my love is no lordling. 
pity me^ for he is hut a humble sailor on boaid«your own 

Cbpt Impossible! 

Jos. Yes, it is true—too true. 

Oiipf. A common sdlor? Oh, fiel 

Jos, I blush for the weakness that allows me to cherish 
such a passion. I hate myself when I thhsk of Ihe depth to 
which 1 have stooped in permitting myself to think tenderly of 
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one BO ignobly born, but 1 love him I I love him 1 I love him! 
(PTcepa.) 

Capt. Come, my child, lei^ua talk this over. In a matter of 
the heart I would not coerce my daughter—I attach but little 
value to rank or wealth, but the line must be drawn some¬ 
where. A man in that station may be brave and worthy, but 
at every step he would commit solecisms that society would 
never pardon. 

J 08 . Oh, I have thought of this night and day. But fear 
not, father. I have a heart, and therefore I love; but I am your 
daughter, and therefore I am proud. Though 1 carry my love 
with m» to the tomb, he shall never, never know it. 

Capt You are my daughter, after all. But see, Sir Joseph’s 
barge approaches, manned by twelve trusty oarsmen and 
accompanied by the admiring crowd of female relatives that 
attend him wherever he goes. Retire, my daughter, to your 
cabin—take this, his photograph, with you—^it may help to 
bring you to a more reasonable frame of mind. 

Jos. My own thou^tful father. [Moii Josephink. 

Bargakollb (mthout.) 

Over the bright blue sea 
Gomes Sir Joseph Porter, K.C.B., 

Wherever he may go 

Bang-baog the load nine-pounders go I 

Shout o'er the bright blue sea 

For Sir Joseidi Porter, K,C.B. 

[Dwring this the Grew have entered on tiptoe, listening 
attentively to the song. 

Chorus or Sailors. 

We sail the ocean blue, 

And our saucy ship's a beauty | 

We're sober men, and true, 

And attentive to our duty. 

We’re smart and sober men. 

And quite devoid of te-ar, 

In all the Royal N. 

Bone are so smart as we are^ 


Enter Sm Joseph’s Female Belatives. donee romut 

stage. 


MsL 


Iflppuufi 

Ughtly ui^ng, 

Ikek uw maidens to the drippings 
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SaS, 

Flags and guns and pennants dipping 
All the ladies love the shipping. 


Sailors sprightly 

Always nghtly ^ 

Welcome ladies so politely. 

Ladies who can smue so brightlyi 
Sailors welcome most polity. 



Enter Sib Joseph with Consm Hebe. 


M. 


(/rom /XMtp). Now give three cheers, I’ll lead the way. 

Hunahl hurrah 1 hunrahl hurray I {Rtptjt,) 


Soho.—Sir Joseph. 


Cimhkff, 

Bei, 


Chusttt H, 
All. 

8irJ, 


QminH, 

AU. 


I am the monarch of the sea, 

The Kuler of the Queen’s Navee, 

Whose praise Great Britain loudly chants. 

And we are his sisters, and his cousins, and his aunts I 
And we are his sisters, and his cousins, and his aunts I 
When at anchor here I ride. 

My bosom swells with pride. 

And 1 snap my fingers at a foeman’s taunts. 

And so do his sisters, and his cousins, and his aunts I ^ 
And so do his sisters, and his cousins, and his aunts I 
But when the Wezes blow, 

1 generally go below. 

And seek the sedusion that a cabin grants! 

And so do his sisters, and his cousins, and his aunts t 
And so do his sisters, and his cousins, and his aunts I 
His sisters and his cousins. 

Whom he reckons up by dozensi 
And his aunts! 


Soho.—Sir Joseph, 

When I was a lad I served a term 
As office boy to an attorney’s firm. 

I cleaned the windows and I swept tlie fioor, 

And 1 polished up the handle of the big front door. 

1 Mlished up that handle so carefulee 
That now I am the Ruler of the Queen's Navee! 
CHORUB.~He polished, etc. 

I 

As office boy I made such a mark 

That they gave me the post of a junior clerk. 

I served the writs with a smile so bland, 

And I copied all the letters in a big round hand^ 

I copied all the letters in a hand so free. 

That now I am the Ruler of the Queen’s Navee. 
CHOBm.—He copied, etc. 
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In serving writs I made such a name 
That on articled clerk I soon became; 

1 wore clean collars and a brand-new suit 
For the pass examination at the Institute. 

And that pass examination did so well for mO) 

That now I am the Ruler of the Queen's Navee I 
Chorus.—A nd that pass examination} etQ. 

Of legal knowledge I acquired such a grip 
That they took me into tne partnership, 

And that junior partnership, I ween, 

Was the only ship that I ever had seen. 

Rut that kind of ship so suited me. 

That now I am the Ruler of the Queen's Navee t 
• Chorus.— Rut that kind, etc. 

I grew so rich that I was sent 

.By a pocket borough into Parliament. 

I always voted at my party's call. 

And I never thought of thinking for myself at all* 

I thought BO little, they rewarded me 
By making me the Ruler of the Queen's Navee I 
Chorus.- He thought so little, etc. 

Now, landsmen all, whoever you may be, 

If you want to rise to the top of the tree. 

If your soul isn’t fettered to on office stool, 

Be careful to be guided by this golden rule— 

Stick close to your deck and never go to sea. 

And you all may be Rulers of the Queen’s Navee I 
Chorus.— Stick close, etc. 

Sir J. YouVe a remarkably fine crew, Captain Corcoran. 

Cbpf. It is a fine crew. Sir Joseph. • 

Sir J, (eaxmining a very small midshipman), A British 
sailor is a splendid follow, Gantain Corcoran. 

Capt, A splendid fellow inaeed, Sir Joseph. 

Sir J, I hope you treat your crew kindly, Captain Corcoran. 
Oapt IndeM, 1 hope so, Sir Joseph. 

Sir J, Never forget that they are the bulwarks of England’s 
greatness, Captain Corcoran. 

Capi. So 1 have always considered tiiem, Sir Joseph. 

Sif^J, No bullying, I trust—no strong language of any 
kind, eh? , 

Oapt, Oh, never. Sir Joseph. 

SirJ, What,never? 

Ctof. Hardly ever, Sir Joseph. They are an ezeellent crew, 
and do their work thoroughly without it. 

Sir J, (reproving), Bm’t patronize them, sir-^nay, don’t 
patranize them. 
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CaTgi. Certainly not, Sir Josepb. 

Bir J, That you are their captain is an accident of birth. '' 
cannot permit these noble fellows to be patronized because an 
accident of Inrth has placed yoif above them and them below 
you. 

CajA, I am the last person to insult a British sailor, Sir 


Str J, You are the last person who did, Captain Corcoran. 
Desire that splendid seaman to step forward. 

Capt, Bal^ Backstraw, come h^ 

Sir J, (jUrnly). If what ? 

Caft. I beg your pardon- , 

Sir J, M you please. 

Gapi. Oh yes, of course. If you please, [Ralph sAeps fcrutard. 

Sir J, You’re a remarkably fine fellow. 

EaXph, Yes, your honour. 

Sir J. And a first-rate seaman, I'll be bound. 

Balph, There’s not a smarter topman in the navy, your 
honour, though I say it who shouldn't. 

StrJ, Not at all. Proper self-respect, nothing more. Can 
you dance a hornpipe ? * 

Ralph, No, your honour. 

Sir J, That’s a pity: all sailors should dance hornpipes. I 
will teach you one this evening, after dinner. Now, tell me— 
don’t be afraid—^how does your captain treat you, eh? 

Ralph. A better captain don't walk the de^, your honour. 

AU. Hear I 

Sir J, Good. I like to hear you speak well of your com¬ 
manding officer; 1 dare say he don’t deserve it, but still it does 
you credit. Can you sing ? 

Ralph. I can hum a little, your honour. 

Sir J. Then hum this at your Irisure. (CHving him MS. 
mtuie,) It is af song that I nave composed for the use of the 
Royal Navv. It is designed to encourage independence of 
thought ana action in the lower branches of the service, and 
to twch the prindple that a British sailor is any man’s equal, 
excepting mme. Now, Captain Corcoran, a worn with yfin in 
your cabin, on a tender and sentimental subject 

Capt Ay, ay. Sir Joseph. Boatswain, in commemoration of 
tiiis jc^ous occupation, see that extra grog is served out to the 
ship's company at one belL 

Baai, pardon. If what, your honour ? 

If what? I don’t think 1 undeiataikd you. 

BocfL If you pUme, your honour. 
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Ca^, Whatl 

Sir J, The gentleman is quite right If you pUoM, 

Caji, {ftamfing hit foot ifn^itnUy), If you infoose/ 

Sr J, Fot I hold that on the seas 

The expression, ** If yon please.” 

A particulany gentiemanly tone implants. 

Couiin ff. And so do his siswrs, and his cousins, and his annts! 

AIL And BO do his sistfin, and his eonsins, and his annts I 

[ExmtU CATTAnir otuf Snt Joseph info eaWn. 

Boat Ah 1 Sir Joseph’s a true gentleman: courteous and 
coDsidera^ to the very humhlest. 

Baiph, True, Boatswain; but we are not the very humblest 
Sir Joseph has explained our true position to us. As he says, 
a British seaman is any man’s equal excepting his; and if Sir 
Joseph f^B that, is it not our duty to believe him ? 

AU, 7^11 spoke I well spoke! 

JHck. You’re on a wrong tack, and so is he. He means well, 
but he don’t know. 'When people have to obey other people’s 
orders, equality’s out of the question. 

AU (recoiling). Horrible! horrible! 

Boat. Dick Deadeye, if you go for to infariate this here ship’s 
company too far, 1 won’t answer for being able to hold ’em in. 
I’m shocked 1 that’s what 1 am—shocked! 

Batph (coming forward). Messmates, my mind’s made up. 
I’ll sp^ to the captain’s daughter, and tell her, like an honest 
man, of the honest love 1 have for her. 

AJL Hurrah 1 

Ralph. Is not my love as good as another’s? Is not my 
heart as true as another’s? Have I not hands and ^es and 
ears and limbs like another? 

AU. kjy ay. 

Matph. True, I lack birth-i^ 

Boat, 'You’ve a berth on board this very ship. 

Baiph, Well said—I had forgotten that Messmates, what 
do you say ? do you approve my determmatian? 

AlftWedo. 

Dkik, /don’t. 

Boat. What is to be done with this here hopeless chap? Let 
us stng him the song that Sir Joseph has kindly composed for 
us. Perhaps it will bring this hm miserable areetur to a 
proper state of mind. 
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GLaB«-~BALPH| Boatswain, Boatswain's Mats, and Cbowi* 

A British tar is a sosTing sotil. 

As free as a mountain birjl I 
His energetic fist should be ready to resist 
A dictatorial word. 

His nose diould pant and his lip should curl, 

His chedcs should flame and his brow should furl, 

His bosom diould heave and hia heart diould glow. 

And hia flat be ever ready for a knock-down blow* 
Chobus.—H ia nose should pant, etc. 

His eyes should flash with an inborn Are, 

Hia brow with scorn be wrung; 

He never should bow down to a domineering f rowd. 

Or the tang of a tyrant tongue. 

His foot should stamp and bis throat should growl, 

His hair should twirl and his face should scowl, 

His eym should flash and his breast protrude, 

And uiis Aould be his customary atutude I (PbSS.) 
Chobus.—H u foot should stamp, etc. 

[^172 tIHht aitUnda and then dance of to hornpipe down 
hatchway, esoeeptiny Ralph, ioAo mtatns, leaning 
pensively agaimt Imwark. 


Enter Jobefeins/ rom cabin, 

Joe, It is lueless—Sir Joseph’s attentions nauseate me. I 
know that he is a truly great and good man, but to me he 
eseems tedious, fretful, and dictatorial. Yet his must be a mind 
of no common order, or he would not dare to teach my dear 
father to dance a hornpipe on the cabin table. (Sees Balpu.) 
Ralph Backstraw! (Overcome hy emotion.) 

Ralph, Ay, lady—no other than poor Ralph Backstraw I 

Joa. (aside), Hbw my head beats! (Aloud.) And why poor, 
Ralph? 

Jhdph, I am poor in the essence of happiness, lady—^ricl; 
only in nevet^nding unrest. In me there meet a combinatioL 
of antithetical elements which are at eternal war witbyone 
another. Driven hither by objective influenMii--thitber by 
subjec^tive emoUonch-wafted one moment into hlazing day by 
mocking hope—plunged the next into the Cimmerian darkness 
of tai^dhle despair, I am but a living ^nglion of irreconcilable 
antagonisms. I hope I make myseH dear, lady ? 

Joss, Perfectly. (Aside.) His simple eloquence goes to my 
heart. Oh, if I dared—but no^ the thought is madness I 
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Dismiss these fooiidi fimde^ they torture you but 
needlessly. Gome, mahe one effort. 

Bal^ (ancfe). I will—one. {AhuA^ Josephine I 

Jos. (indignanUy). Sir I * 

Rd^ Ay, even though Jove’s armoury were launched at 
the head of the audacious mortal whose lipe, unhallowed by 
relationship, dared to breathe that precious word, yet would 
I breathe it once, and then perchance be silent evermore. 
Josephine, in one brief breath I will concentrate the hopes, ibe 
doubts, the anxious fears of six weary months. Josephine, 
I am a British sailor, and 1 love you! 

Jos. ^r, this audacity! {Aside.) Oh, my heart, my heart! 
{AUtud!) This unwarrantable presumption on the part of a 
common sailor I {Aside.) Common! oh, the irony of the word! 
{Aloud.) Oh, sir, you forget the disparity in our ranks. 

RdpL I forget nothing, haughty lady. I love you despe¬ 
rately, my life is in thy hand—1 lay it at your feet! Give me 
hope, and what I lack in education and polite accomplishments, 
that I will endeavour to acquire. Drive me to despair, and in 
death alone 1 shall look for consolation. I am proud, and 
cannot stoop to implore. I have spoken, and 1 wait your 
word! 

Jos. Tou shall not wait long. Your'proffered love I haughtily 
reject. Go, sir, and learn to cast your eyes on some village 
maiden in your own poor rank—they should be lowered tefore 
pour captain’s daughter! 


Jet, 

Sdpk, 


Duet.—J oBBFHixK and Ralph* 

Refrain, audacious tar, 

Your suit from pressing, 
Remember what you are, 

And whom addressing! 
Frond lords to seek my nand 
In throngs assemble, 

The loftier in the land 
Bow down and tremble! 

Fd lau^h my rank to scorn 
In union holy^ 

, Were he more highly bom 
Or I more lowly! 

Frond lady, have yonr way 
Unfeeling beanty I 
Tou speak and I obey, 

It is my dtt^! 

I am the lowliest tar 
That sails the water* 
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And yoif’^nMid nuddmi) 

Mv cspum*s duighter I 

(Askk,) My heart with anguish tom 

Mws down before her, 

She laughs my love to scorn, 

Yet 1 adore her. 

IRepeut retain enaemHe, then exit Jobephink into ooMi. 

BeCITATIVB.—RAI.PR. 

Gan I surrive this overbearing 
Or live a life of mad despairing, 

My proffered love despi^, rej^tedt 
No, no. it's not to be expected I * 

(Catting off,) Messmatob, ahoy I 

Come here t Gome here t 


Alt. 


Enter Sailors, Hebe, and Relatlyes. 

Ay, ay, my boy, 

Whatche 


>but slaves? 


aeer, what cheer 7 
Now tell us, pray. 

Without delay. 

What does she say— 

What dieer, what cheer? 

StdjA (to Cousin Hbbe). 

The maiden treats my suit with scorn, 

Rejects my humble love, my lady; 

She says I am imobly bom. 

And cuts my hopes adrift, my lady. 

Att, Oh, cruel one! 

OieJt, She spurns your suit ? Oho I Oho! 

I told you so, 1 told yon so. 

iSbtr. andRel, Shallj | submit? }l 

* Love comes alike to high and low— 

Britannia’s sailors rule the waves. 

And shall ther stoop to insult? No I 
out. You must submit, yon are but slaves; 

A lady she! Oho! Oho! 

You lowly toilers of the waves, 01 - 

She spurns you all—I told you so! (Ooee off,) 

Satph (drawing a pidon, * 

My friends, my leave of life I'm taking, 

For oh, for oh, my heart is breaking. 

When I am gone, di, mithee tell 
*nie maid that, asl mad, I loved her well! (Lo^dkigit,) 
Att (taming awag, waning). 

Of &ni his leave he's taking, 

Fm/^ 1 his fUthfnl heart is brealliig. 
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When he is gone we*ll inreljr tell 

The maid aahe died, he loved her well. 

(During chmu ht hu loaded pistdl,) 

Baiph, Be warned, my* meeematee all 

Who love in rank above you^ 

For Josephine 1 Ihll! 

(Puia jnstol lo Ais head. All the aailers stop their ears.) 


Enter Jobephikk. 

Jos, Ah! stay your hand I I love you! 

AU. e Ah ! stay yout hand — she loves you ! 
Jialph (incredut<nuig). Loves me ? 

/os. Loves you! 

AU, Tes, yee-Hth, yes-^e loves you I 

Ensemble. 

Sailors and Bslativrs, and Joseph ini. 

Oh, joy! oh, rapture unforeseen! 

For now the sky is all serene; 

The eod of day—the orb of love, 

Has hung his ensign high above, 

The sky is all a-bme. 

With wooing words and loving song, 
We'll chase the lagging hours along. 

And if Om maiden coy, 

W^ll} decorous joy 

In dreamy roundelays I 

Dick Deadetb. 

He thinks he's won his Josephine, 

But (hough the sky is now serend, 

A Owning thunderbolt above 
May end their ill-assorted love 
Which now is all a-blaze. 

Our captain, ere the day is gone^ 

Will be extremely down npon 
The wicked men who art employ 
Jo make his Josephine his coy 
In many various ways. 

Jos, This very night, 

ffOe, With bated breath 

And muffled oar— 

Jos. Without a light 

Jfsbe. As still as deatl^ 

BalpA. Well steal ashore. 
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Jot, A deij^Bii 

Redph, Shall make na OM 

Boat, At half-past ten, 

Jos. And then we pan 

Ralph, Beturn, for none 

Boat, Can part ue then! 

All, This veiy night, etc. 

(Dick aj>pears of haichtoay,) 

Dkh, Forbear, nor carry out the scheme yon've plannedi 
She is a lady-^you a foremast hand! 

Remember, shea your ealhunt captain's daughter. 
And you the meanest slave that crawls the water 1 
AU, Back, vermin, back, 

Nor mock us! ' 

Back, vermin, back, 

You shock us! 

Let's give three cheers for the stulor's bride 
‘Who casts all thought of rank aside— 

‘Who gives up house and fortune too 
For the honest love of a sailor true I 
For a British tar is a soaring soul 
As free as a mountain bird! 

Bis energetic list should be ready to resist 
A dictatorial word! 

His foot should stamp and his throat should growl, 
His hair should twirl and his face should scowl, 

His eyes should flash and his breast protrude, 

And this should be his customary attitude. (Poss.1 

{Ooneral Dance.) 


ACT 11. 

Same Scene. Night, Moonlight 

Captain discovered eittging on jmop-eZee^, cmd accompanying 
hinud/ on a mandolin. Little Butteboup seated on 
guarter-deck, near gun, gaeing sentimentally at hm,^ 

SoEO.-^PTaiE. • 

Fair moon, to thee I sing, 

Bright regent of the heavens; 

Say, why is everything 
Either at sixes or at sevens? 

I have lived hitherto 
Free from breath of slander, 
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Beloved by all my eieir— 

A really popular commander. 

But now mv kipdlj crew rebel; 

Bf y daughtee to a tar is mrtiu: 

Sir Joseph stonne, and, sad to teU| 

He threatens a court martial I 
Fair moon, to thee I sing, 

Bright regent of the heavens | 

Say, why is everything 
Either at sizes or at sevens ? 

But, How sweetly be carols forth bis melody to the uncon- 
Boious moon I Of whom is he thinking ? Of some high-born 
beauty ib It may be! (^Sighing.) Who is poor Little Button* 
cup that she should expect his glance to fall on one so lowly 1 
And yet if he knew-—- 

[Captain has corns down from poop-d«sk, 

Capt, Ahl Little Buttercup, still on board? That is not 
quite right, little one. It would have been more respectable to 
have gone on shore at dusk. 

But, True, dear Captain—but the recollection of your sad 
pale face seemed to chain me to the ship. 1 would fain see you 
smile before I go. 

Oapt, Ah 1 Little Buttercup, I fear it will be long before I 
recover my accustomed cheerhilness, for misfortunes crowd 
upon me, and all my old friends seem to have turned against 
me! 

But, Oh no—do not say “ all,’* dear Captain. That were 
unjust to one, at least. 

Capt, True, tor you are staunch to me. (Aside,) If ever 
I gave my heart again, methinks it would be to such a one as 
thisl (Aloud.) J am deeply touched by your innocent re¬ 
gard for me, and were we differently situated, 1 think 1 could 
have returned it. But as it is, 1 fear I can never be more to 
yon than a friend. 

But. QAanye qf memnsr), I understand! Ton hold aloof 
from me because you are rich and lofty—and I, poor and lowly. 
But tf^e care I The poor bumboat woman has gipsy blood in 
her -^ns, and she can read destinies. There is a change in 
store for yon I , 

Ocgft, A change 1 

But, Ay—be prepared I 

Dun.—L ittlb B ott sbou f and Captaii* 

Thingi on seldom what they seem t 
Skim milk masquerades as ciesail 


SL 


V 
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Hiehlowa pass as patent leathers | 
Ja»daws stmt in peacocks* feathcfib 
Capt, (fNiselsd), Yezv tme, 

Souieydo. «j 

Black sheep dwell in eveiy fold 
All that ghtters is not gold; 

Storks tum out to be bat lo^ { 

Bulls are but inflated frogs. 

Capt, (piu»led). So they be, 

Fr^uentlee. 

Bui, Drops the wind and stops the mill | 

TuTTOt 18 ambitions brill; 

Gild the farthing if you vrill, 

But it is a farthmg stilU 
Capt, (puxxltA), Ves, I know 

Ihat is so. 

Though to catch your drift Fm Btrivlngk 
It is shady—^it u shady; 

1 don't see at what you’re driving. 
Mystic lady—mystic lady, 

(Asftdh.) Stem conviction's o’er me string, 

That the mystic lady's dealing 
In oracular revealing. 

Bui, {aside). Stem conviction's o^ him stealing, 

the mystic lady’s dealing 
In oracidar revealing. 

Both, Yes, I know 

That is sol 


Capi, 

But, 

Capt, 

FutL 

Capt, 

But, 

(AeUt,) 


Though I’m anything but clever, 

1 coumI talk like that for ever: 

Once a cat was killed by care; 

Only brave deserve the fair. 

Very true. 

So th^ do. 

Wink is often good as nod; 

^oila the child who spares the rod | 
Thirsty lambs run foxy dangers; 
Doga are found in many mai^gers. 
Freqnentlee, 

1 agree. 

Few of oat the diestnnt anatdies; 
Wom-ont garments show newpatchi 
Only count the chick that hatmea; 
Men are grown up catofay-oatehies. 

Tea, Iknow • 

That is so. 


I 


Though to catch iny drift he's striviiua 
Fll dissemble—^ITl diaaemble; 

When he seeg at what Fm driving. 

Let him tremble—let him tremMof 
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Ensemble. 

Though B mjTBtie tone bonowt 

learn the truth with sorrowi 

Here to-uy and gone toomorrow; 

Tee, llsnoir 
That is so! 

[At tha end eatit Little BuorrERCiTP, mdo-dranuUicdlly, 

Cant. Incomprehensible as ber utterances are, I neyertheless 
feel that they are dictated by a sincere regard for me. But to 
what n(9w misery is she referring ? Time uone can tell 1 


Enter Sib Joseph. 

Sir J. Captain Corcoran, I am much disappointed with your 
daughter. In fact, 1 don’t think she will do. 

Cajpt, She won’t do, Sir Joseph! 

SirJ, I’m afraid not. The fact is, that although I have 
ur^ my suit with as much eloquence as is consistent with an 
ofifeial utterance, 1 have done so hitherto without success. How 
do you account for this? 

OapL fieally. Sir Joseph, I hardly know. Josephine is, of 
course^ sensible of your condescension. 

Sir J, She naturally would be. 

Cafi, But perhaps your exalted rank dazzles her. 

Sir J, You think it does ? 

Copt, 1 can hardly say; but she is a modest girl, and her 
social position is far below your own. It may be that she feels 
she is not worthy of you. 

Sir J. That is really a very sensible suggestion, and displays 
more knowledge of human nature than I had given you trait 
for. 

(kmt See^ she comes. If your lordship would kindly reason 
withler, and assure her, officially, that it is a standing rule at 
the Admiralty that love levels all ranks, her respect for an 
official utterancS might induce her to look upon your offer in 
its proper light. 

Mr J. It is not unlikely. 1 will adopt your suggestion. But 
soft, she is here, us withdraw^ and watch our opportunity. 
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EnUr JosEPHiNS fnm cabin. Sib Joseph rtUm up and 

watches her, 

SoKirA.^osBPHnn. 

Hie bouTB creep on apace, 

My guilty heart is quaking! 

Oh that 1 might retract 
The step that I am taking. 

Its fol^ it were easy to be showing, 

What I am giving up and whither ^ng. 

On the one hand, papa's luxurious home. 

Hung with aiicestral armour and old brasses. 

Carved oak and tapestry from distant Rome, 

Rare *' blue and white " Venetian finger-glasses^ 

Rich Oriental run, luxurious sofa pillows. 

And everything ^t isn’t old, from Gillow's. 

And on the other, a dark din^ room 
In some back street, with stuf^ children ciying, 

Where organs yell, and clacking housewives fume. 

And clothes are hanging out all day a-drying; 

*With one cracked looking-glass to see your face ii4 
And dinner served up in a pudding basin 1 

A simple sailor, lowly bom. 

Unlettered and unknown. 

Who toils for bread from early mom 
Till h^f the night has flown I 
No golden rank can he imparb^ 

No wealth of house or land— 

Ko fortune save his teusty heart 
And honest brown right hand! 

And yet he is so wondrous fair 
That love for one so passing rare, 

So peerless in his manly beauty. 

Were little else than solemn duty! 

Oh, god of love, and god of reason, say. 

Which of you twain wall my poor he^ ob^! 

Sir J, {coming forward). Madam, it has been represented to 
me that you are appalled by my exalted rank; I desire to oonv^ 
to you, o£Scially,my assurance that if your hesitation is attribu* 
table to that circumstance, it is uocalled for. ^ 

Jitw. Oh I then your lordship is of o|dnion tljat married happi¬ 
ness is not inconsistent with discrepancy in rank? 

Sir J, I am officially of that opinion. 

(Tbs. That the high and the lowly may be truly happy to¬ 
gether, provided that they touly love one another ? 

Sir (T. Madam, I dedie to convey to you, officially, my o|diuop 
that love is a platform upon which all ranks meet. 
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tTos. I thank you, Sir Joseph. I did hesitate, but I will 
hesitate no longer. (Ande.) He little thinks how eloquently 
he has pleaded his rival’s cat^ I 

Caftazn Am enUred ; during speecA Ae comes forvtard. 


TaiD.—SiB JosBPH, Captain, and Josephinb. 


Chpf. 


Capt. 
Sir Jm 


Capt, 

,^Jaside), 

Jot, (asUk). 
All, 


Never mind the why and wherefore, 
Love can level ranks, and then^ore, 
Though hiB lordship's station’s mighty. 
Though stupendous be his brain. 
Though your tastes are mean and flighty 
And your fortune poor and plain—— 
Ring the merry bells on board ship, 
Rend the air with warbling wild. 

For the nnion ol ^ lordship 

With a humble captain’s child! 

For a humble captain’s daughter^ 

For a uallont captain's daughter— 

And a lord who rules the water— 

And a tor who ploughs the water I 
Let the air with joy be laden, 

Rend with songs the air above, 

For the union of a maiden 
With the man who owns her love I 


SirJ. 


Cspf. otid 
&rj. 


SitL 

Joa, (asAk), 


Joa, laade). 


Never mind the why and wherefore, 

Love can level ranks, and therefore, 

Though your nautical relation (alluding to Ca i> i a i n) 
In my set could scarcely pass— 

Though you occupy a station 

In uie lower middle class- 

Bing the mei^ bells on board ship, 

Raul the air with warbling wild. 

For the union ofI lordship 

With a humble captain’s child ? 

For a humble captain’s daughter^— 

For a gallant captain’s dau^ter—• 

And a lord who rules the water— 

And a tar who (doughs the water I 
Let the air with joy oe laden, 

Fill with songs the air above, 

Fos the union of a maiden 
With the man who owns her love! 


JiMb Never mind the why and wherefon, 

Love con level rank^ and therefore 
I admit its jurisdiction: 

Ably have you played your part; 
Yon have earned firm conviction 
To my hesitating heart. 
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Capi, and Sr J, 


GapL and Sr J, 
J-^s. (askh), 
Oapt, and Sr J, 
Jos. (aside). 
(Aloud.) 

Gapt, and Sr J, 
Jos. 

Copt, and Sr J, 

Aa. 


Ring tilie in«iT 7 bells on boaid Bhim 
Rend the air with warbling wild| 

For the union of lordship 

With a humble captain's child I 

For a humble captain's daughter- 

For a mllant captain’s daughter^—~ 

And a lord who rules the water- 

And a tar who ploughs the water I 
Let the air with joy be ladeu, 

King the merry bells on board ship—— 

For tne union of a maiden- 

For the union with his lordship. 

Rend with songs the air above 
For the man who owns her love! 


lEani JOSEFBINE. 


Capt. Sir Joseph, I cannot exraess to you my delight at the 
happy result of your eloquence, lour argument was unanswer¬ 
able. 

Sir J. Captain Corcoran, it is one of the happiest ebarao- 
teristics of this glorious country that official utterances are in¬ 
variably regarded as unanswerable. [Badt Sib Joseph wJto cabin. 

Capt, At last my fond hopes are to be crowned. MyHinly 
daughter is to be the bride of a Cabinet Minister. The pro¬ 
spect is Elysian. 


During this speech Dick Deadete heu entered, 

Dick. Captain! 

Capt, Deadeye! You here ? Don’t I (Recoiling from him.) 
Dick. Ah, don’t shrink from me, Captain. I’m unpleasant to 
look at, and my name’s agin me, but 1 ain’t as bad as 1 seem. 
Capt. What would you with me? 

Dick (mysteriously). I’m come to give you warning. 

Oapt. Indeed f Do you propose to leave the Navy, then? 
Dick. No, no, you misunderstand me; listen. 

Duet.—Caftain aed Dick Dkadetb. 

Dick, Kind Captain. I’ve important infonnatioii, ^ 

Sing hey, me kind commander that you are I 
About a certain intimate relation; c 

Sing hey, the merry maiden and the tar 1 
Both, The merry maiden and the tar I 

Capt, Good fellow, in conundrums yon are speaking, 

Sing hey, the mystic sailor that you are I 
The answer to them vainly 1 am seeking; 

Sing hey, the meny muden and the tar t 
Beth, The merry mioden and the tar t 
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Dick» Kind Captain, yonr young lady ia a-aighing. 

Sing the simple captain tbat you are I 
This very night with Rackstraw to be flying { 

Sing hey, the men^ maiden and the tar \ 

Both, The merry maiden and the tar ! 

Capt, Good fellow, you have given timely warning. 

Sing hey, the thoughtful sailor tiiat you are t 
rU talk to Master Rimkstraw in the morning; 

Sing hey, the catH>'*nine-tail8 and the tar? 

(Producing a " cuf.”) 

Both. The merry cat-o'-nine-tails and the tar I 

Capt. Dick Deadeye, 1 thank you for your warning; I will 
at once take means to arrest their flight. This boat-cloak will 
afford me ample disguise. So! (Envelopes himsdf in a 
mysterioue cloak, bedding it before hie face.) 

Dick. Ha! ha! They are foiled—foiled—foiled! 

Enter Grew on tiptoe, with Ralph and Boatswain, meeting 
Josephine, vmo enUrsfrom cabin on tiptoe, with bundle of 
necessaries, and accompanied by Little Buttercup. The 
Captain, shroud&I in his boat-doak, watches them «n- 
noiiced. 


Ensemble. 

Carefully on tiptoe stealing, 
Breatliing gently ns we may, 
Every step with caution feeling, 
We will softly steal away. 

(Captain stamps — chord.) 


All (much alarmfd). Goodness me I 

Why, what was that? 
Dieh. Silent be. 

It was the cat! 

All (reassured). It was—it was the cat! 

^pt. (product cat-o'-nme-tmts). 

They’re right, it was the eat! 


Dkk. 


Pnll ashore, in fashion steady, 
Hymen will defray the fare. 
For a clergyman is read^jr 
To unite the happy pur! 

(Stamp as before, and ^ord.) 

Goodness me I 
Why, what was that? 
SilentiM, 

Again tihe eat! 
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All, It was again that cat I 

Oapt, (aside). They’re rights it was the eat I 

(l^rcmag off <^cak.) Hold I (All start,) 

Fre^ daughter of *Vnine, 

1 insist upon knowing 
'Where you may be going 
With these sons of the brine ; 

For my excellent crew, 

Though foes they could Ihump anji 
Are scarcely fit company, 

My daughter, for you. 

Ome* Now, hark at that, do I 

Though foes we could thump aay^ 
We are scarcely fit company 
For a lady like you! 


Ralph, Proud officer, that haughty lip uncurl! 

Vain man, suppress that supercilious sneer, 

For I have dared to love your matchless girl, 

A fact well known to all my messmates hml 
Copt, Oh, horror! 

Ralph and Jos. } humble, poor, and lowly bom. 

The meanest in the port division— 

The butt of epaulettcd scorn— 

The mark of quarter-deck derision— 

j- dared to raise | wormy eyes 

Above the dust to whidi you’d mould 
In manhood’s glorious pride to rise. 

1 “ Englishman—bdiold {Sj/i 
AiL He is an Englishman! 


SoaL He is an Englishman t 

For he himself has said It, 
And it's greatly to his crediti 
That he is an Englishman I 
All. That he is an Englidiman I 


RoaU 


Aa. 

Boat, 

AM. 

Oapt, 


For he might have been a Boosia% 
A French, or Turk, or Proosian, 
Or periiapB Itali-an I 
Or perhaps Itali-an' 

But in spite of all temptationa 
To belong to otiier nations, 

ELe remains an Englishman I 
Hurrah ( 

For the tme-bom Englishman t 
to r^^ress his anger). 

In uttering^a reprobaticD 
Te any British tar. 
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1 tiy to speak iritb modemtioii| 

But 70 U have gone too far. 

I’m veiy eor^ to diepaiage 
A humble roijpmast lad, 

But to seek your captain’s wild in mairiagOi 
Why, damme, it’s too bad t 

During CSonsiif Hbbe and Female Relatives have entered. 

All (ehoeied). Oh I 

dept, Tes, damme, it’s too bad 1 

Capt. and Diet Deadege, Yes, damme, it's too bad. 

During this Sib Jossra has appeared on poop-deek. 

He is horrified at the had language, 

HAe, Did yon hear him—did you hear him ? 

Oh, the monster overbearing I 
Don’t go near him—don’t go near him— 

He is swedrine—he is swearing. 

Sir J, {frith impressive ebgmt^. 

My pain and my distress 
I find it is not easy to express ; 

My amazement—my surprise— 

You may learn from the expression of my eyes! 

Coj^, My lord, one word—the facts are known before yoa | 

The word was injudicious, 1 allow— 

But hear my explanation, I implore yon, 

And you will be indignant, too, 1 vow I 
Sir/, I will hear of no d^ence. 

Attempt none if you’re sensible. 

That word of evil sense 
Is wholly indefensible. 

Go, ribald, get you hence 
To your cabin with celerity. 

This is the consequence 
Of ill-^vised asperity! 

{Exit Captain, disgraced, fdUowed hy Josbpbinb. 

Atf. Behold the consequence 

Of ill-advised asperity t 

5jr J, For I’ll teach yon all, ere long. 

To refrain from language stnmg. 

^ For I haven't any sympathy for ill-bred tannts! 

HAe, No more have his sisters, nor his eousinsi nor his aunts. 
Att, For he is an Englishman, etc. 

Sir J, Nov, toll me, my fine fellow—for you are a fine 
fellow- 

Baiph, Yes, your honour. 

Sir J, How came your captain so far to fbcget himself? I 
am quite sure you had given him no cause fbr annoyance. 
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Ralph, Please your honour, it uras thus wise. You see. Pm 

only a topman—a mere foremast hand- 

J, Don’t he ashamed of that. Your position as a top- 
man is a very exalted one. * 

Ralph. Well, your hcmour, love burns as brightly in the 
fo’isle as it does on the quarter-deck, and Josephine is the 
fairest bud that ever bloreomed upon the tree of a poor fellow’s 
wildest hopes. 

Enkr Josefhinb; the fushm to Ralph’s arms. Sis Joseph 

horrified. 

She's the figurehead c»f my ship of life—the bright beacon 
that guides me into my ix)rt of happiness—the rarest, the 
purest gem that ever sparkled on a poor but worthy fellow's 
trusting brow. 

AU. Very pretty. 

Sir J. Insolent sailor, you shall repent this outrage. Seize 
him I XTv)o Marines setae Atm and handcuff him. 

Joe. Oh, Sir Joseph, spare him, for I love him tenderly. 

^J. Away with him. I will teach this presumstuous 
mariner to discipline his affections. Have you such a thing as 
a dungeon on board ? 

All. We have 1 

Sir J, Then load him with chains and take him there at 
oncel 


Ralph, 

OCTBTTS. 

Farewell, my own! 

Light of my life, farewell 1 


For crime unknown 


I go to a dungeon cdL 

All, 

^ For crime, etc. 

Jo$a 

In the mean time, farewell 1 
And idl alone 

All, 

Rejoice in yonr dungeon celll 
And all, ote. 

Sir J, 

A bone, a bone 


in pick with this sailor fdl| 
Let him be shown , 

At once to his dungeon eeU. 
Ail. Let him, etc. 


Roai, ) 

He'll hear no tone 

JHek. } 

Of the maiden ha loves so we&l 

Bebe. 1 

No telephone 

Communicates with his odl 1 

40, 

No teteihonii ele. 



THE LASS THAT LOVED A SAILOR, 


999 


BiA, {mytteriowAy), But when is known 

The secret 1 have to tdl, 

Wide will he thrown 
The dooi of his dnngeon ceU. 

All, Wide will be thrown 

The door of his dungeon cell t 

[AH rejwaJt respective verses, enmMe, At the end Balph 
is led off in custody, 

8&r J, Josephine, I cannot tell you the distress I feel at this 
most painful revelation. I desire to express to you, officially, 
that I am hurt. Tou, whom 1 honour by seeking in mar- 
riage—jmu, the daughter of a captmn in the Boyal Navyl 
But, Hold 1 I have something to say to that ? 

SirJ, You? 

But, Yes, 11 

Soiro.—BuTTBRcnp. 

A many years ago, 

When I was young and charming. 

As some of you may know 
I practised ba%-faiining. 

AU» Kow this is most alarming I 

When she was young and charming^ 

She piactiBed raby>farming, 

A many years ago. 

But, Two tender babes I nnssed: 

One was of low condition, 

The other, upper crust, 

A regular pAtrician. 

All {explaining to each other). 

Now, this is the position: 

One was of low condition, 

The other a patrician, 

A many years ago. 

But, Ob, bitter is my cup t 

However could 1 do it ? 

I mixed those children up, 

And not a creature knew it 1 
AJL However oonld you do it? 

Some day, no doubt, yon*ll me it^ 

^ Although no creature anew it^ 

So many yean ago. 

Butt Ih time each little waif 

Forsook his foster-mother. 

The well-bom babe was Salph— 

Your captain was the other I 
ASU They left their foster-mother. 

The one was Balph, onr htotba^ 

Our captain was the otiier, 

A many yean ago. 
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Sir J. Then I am to understaxid that CSaptaln Oorearan ana 
Ralph were exchanged in childhood's happy hour—that Ralplr 
is really the Captain, and the Captain is Ralph? 

But. That is the idea 1 intendeh to convey? 

Sir J. You have done it very well. Let them appear before 
mA, at once I 


Ralph enters as Captain; Captain as a common eaUor, Joss- 

PHINE rushes to his arms, 

Jos. My father—a common sailor! 

(hpt. It is hard, is it not, my dear ? 

Sir J. This is a very singular occurrence; I congratulate 
you both. (To Ralph.) Desire that remarkably fine seaman 
to step forward. 

Biuph. Corcoran, come here. 

(k^i. If what ? If you cZeewe. 

/Str i7. Perfectly right. ^ youpZeawe. 

Ralph. Oh. If youj^Zease. [Captain sfim/onoanZ. 

Sir J. (to Captain). You are an extremely fine Mow. 

Copt. Yes, your honour. 

Sir J. So it seems that you were Ralph, and Ralph was yon. 

Copt. So it seems, your honour. 

SirJ. Well, I need not tell you that after this change in 
your condition, a marriage with your daughter will be out of 
the question. 

C^t. Don’t say that, your honour—love levels all ranks. 

Sir J. It does to a considerable extent, but it does not level 
them as much as that. {JSamdvng Josephine to Ralph.) Here 
—take her, sir, and mind you treat her kindly. 


RoZpA and /os. ^ Oh, bliss I oh, nptaxe 1 
Sir J, Sad my lot, and Sony, 

What shall I do ? I cannot live alone! 


Ail, What wiU he do ? he cannot live alone! 

JXsto• Fear nothing—while I live I'll not desert you. 

Ill soothe and eomfort your declining days. 

Sk J, No, don't do that. 

EAs, Yes, but indeed I’d rather. 

Sir J, (resigned). « 

To-morrow mom onr vows shall all be plighted, 
Three loving pairs on the same day united! 


r 


Duet.—Balfb and Jobbpbive. 

Oh, joy I oh, rapture nnforaseanl 
The elonded sky is now semai 
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The md of day^—jJie orb of lovot 
Has nvng hie eniign high abova^ 

The sky is all ablaze* 

With wooing words and loving song, 

We’ll chase the lagging hours along; 

And if I g I the maiden coy. 

We’ll murmur forth decorous joy, 

In dreamy roundelays. 

For he is the Captain of the Pinnfon^ 

All, And a right good captain too 1 

Cbpf. And though before my fall 
0 I was Captain of you all, 

I’m a member of the crew. 

All, Although before his fall, etc. 

Caj9f. ' 1 shall marry with a wife 

In my own rank of life! {Tvrhlng to Bittteroup.) 

And you, my love, are she. 

I must wander to and fro, 

But wherever I may go, 

1 shall never be untrue to thee 1 
AU, What, never ? 

Cbpf. No, never I 

Alt, What, never f 

Ca^, Hardly ever! 

All, Hardly ever be untrue to thee. 

Then give three cheers, and one cheer more^ 

For ^e faithful seamen of the Pinafore. 

But, For he loves Little Buttercup, dear Little Buttercupi 
I’m sure I shall never know why; 

But still he loves Buttercup, poor Little Buttercup, 

Sweet Little Buttercup, ay 1 
AU, For he loves, etc. 

Sir J, I'm the monarch of the sea. 

And when I’ve married thee (to Hsbb) 

I’ll be true to the devotion that my love implants. 

Then good-bye to his sistem, and his cousins, and his aunts. 
Especially his cousins, 

Whom he reckons up by dozens, 

His sisters, and his cousins, and his aunts 1 
JU. For he is an Englishman, 

> And he himself hath said i^ 

And it's greatly to his credit 
’ That he is an Englishman I 
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ACT L 


SoBTin !.—A rocky oecMthore on the eoasi of CwnwaJl, 
^e rock in a cavern. In the distance is a calm 
which a schooner is lying at anchor. As the curta\ 
groups of Pirates are discoroerei—some drinking 
playing cards. Samuel, the pirate lieutenant^ is 
Aym one group to the other^ filling ihe cups from c 
Pbederio is seated in a despondent attitude at the 
the scene, Huth kneels at his feet. 


BssUt 

5bfe.1 

Atm./ 

AH. 

ftn./ 

tti 


OPBinvo Chobus. 

Pour, oh, pour the pirate sheny; 

FiU, oh, fill the pirate glass; 

And, to make us more ^an menyi 
Let the pirate bumper pass. 

For to-day our pirate 'prentice 
Rises from indenture freed; 

Strong his atm and keen his scent is, 

He's a {urate now indeed! 

Here’s good luck to Frederic’s ▼entuxes I 
Frederic’s out of his indentures. 

Two and twenfy now he’s rising, 

And alone hen fit to fiy, 

Which we‘iB bent on aigiiaiiKitfg 
With mnsnd lardiy. 

« 


Under 
sea, on 
'n rises 
r, some 
going 
ifiaek, 
hack (f 



3 o6 the pirates OF PENZANCE: OR^ 

ARn Here's good luck to Frederic's Tentues I 

Frederic’s out of his indentaies. 

So pour, oh, pour the pinte sheny, etc. 

[Fbederio rises and eomeB/orward with Fiuatb Kino. 
King, Yes, Frederic, from to-day you rank as a full-blown 
member of our band. 

All, Hurrah 1 

Fred, My friends, I thank you all, from my heart, for your 
kindly wishes. Would that 1 could repay them as they de- 
seryel 

King. What do you mean ? 

Fred, To-day I am out of my indentures, and to-day 1 leave 
you for ever. 

King, But this is quite unaccountable; a keener hand at 
scuttling a Gunaider or cutting out a White Star never shipped 
a handspike. 

FVsd. Yes, I have done my best for you. And why? It 
was my duty under my indentures, and I am the slave of duty. 
As a child 1 was regularly apprenticed to your band. It was 
through an error—no matter, the mistake was ours, not^ours, 
and I was in honour bound by it 
8 am , An error? What error? 

Fred, 1 may not tell you; it would reflect upon my well¬ 
loved Euth. [Ruth comes down to FREDERia 

Ettth, Nay, dear master, my mind has long been gnawed by 
the cankering tooth of mystery. Better have it out at once. 

Song.—Ruth. 

When Frederic was a little lad he proved so brave and daring, 

His father frionght he’d 'prentice him to 8o«*ie career seafaring. 

1 was, alas, his nursery-maid, and so it fell to mg lot 
To take and bind the promising boy apprentice to a p8at— 

A life not bad for a har^ lad, though certainly not a high lot. 

Though I'm a nurse, you might do worse than make your boy a pilot. 

1 was a stnind nursery-maid, on breakers always steering. 

And 1 did not catch ue word aright, through being hard of heaiipg; 
Mistaking my instructions, which within my brain did gyrate, 

I took rad bound this promising boy apprentice to ojnrate, 

A sad mistriEC it was to make and doom him to a vile lot. 

I bound him to a pirate—you—instead of to a pilot. 

I soon found out, beyond all doubt, the scope of this disaster, 

But 1 hadn't the face to retum to my place, and break it to my master. 

A nurseiy-maid is never afraid of what yon people caU work. 

Bo 1 macM up my mind to go as a kind of piratical maid all worit i 
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And fhnt ii hoir yon find me now a member of ydnr shy lot, 

Which yon wonldn’t have fonnd| had he been bound app^tiee to a 
pilot. , 

{Kneding at hiafeet,) Oh, pardon t Frederic, pardon I 

Frei, Rise, sweet one; 1 nave long pardoned you. 

Ev/th (rises). The two words were so much alike. 

FVecf. They were. They still are, though years have rolled 
over their heads. (Ruth goes up with Samuel.) But this 
afternoon my obligation ceases. Individually I love you all 
wilJi affection unspeakable, but collectively, I look upon you 
with a disgust that amounts to absolute detestation. Oh 1 pity 
me, my beloved friend, for such is my sense of duty, that once 
out of my indentures I shall feel myself bound to devote 
myself heart and soul to your extermination! 

AU, Poor lad! poor lad! (All weep.) 

King, Well, Frederic, if you conscientiously feel that it is 
your duty to destroy us, we cannot blame you for acting on 
that conviction. Always act in accordance with the dictates 
of your conscience, my boy, and chance the consequences. 

Sam, Besides, we can offer you but little temptation to 
remain with us. We don’t seem to make piracy pay. I’m 
sure 1 don’t know why, but wo don’t. 

Fred, 1 know why, but, alas I I mustn’t tell you; it wouldn’t 
be right 

King. Why not, my boy ? It’s only half-past eleven, and 
you are one of us until the clock strikes twelve. 

Sam. True, and until then you are bound to protect our 
interests. 

All, Hear, bear! 

JVed. Well, then, it is my duty, as a pirate, to tell you that 
you are too tender-hearted. For instance, you make a point of 
never attacking a weaker party than yourselves, and urhen you 
attack a stronger party, you invariably get thrashed. 

King, There is some truth in that 

Fred, Then, again, you make a point of never molesting an 
oiph^l 

Bam. Of course: we are orphans ourselves, and know what 
it is. 

Fred, Tfls, but it has got about, and what is the conse¬ 
quence? Every one we capture says he’s an orphan. The 
jut three ships we took proved to he manned entirely by 
orphans, and so we had to let them go. One would think that 
Great Britain’s mercantile navy was recruited solely from her 
orphan asylums—which we know is not the case. 
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8am, Bu^ haog it all, you wouldn't haya ua absolutely 
merciless? 

Fred, There's my difficulty; until twelve o'clock I would, 
after twelve 1 wouldn't. Was ever a man placed in so deli< 
cat'^ a situation I 

Ru0i, And Ruth, your own Ruth, whom you love so well, 
and who has won her middle-aged way into your boyish heart, 
what is to become of her f 

King, Oh, he will take you with him. 

Fred, Well, Ruth, J feel some little difficulty about you. 
It is true that 1 admire you very much, but I have wen 
constantly at sea rince 1 was eight years old, and yoi&'s is the 
only woman's face 1 have seen during that time. 1 think it is 
a sweet face 1 

Suth. It is, oh, it is I 

Fred. 1 say 1 think it is; that is my impression. But as 1 
have never had an opportunity of comparing you with other 
women, it is just possible 1 may be mistwen. 

King, True. 

Fred, What a terrible thing it would be if I were to marry 
this innocent person, and then find out that she is, on the 
whole, plain I 

King, Oh, Ruth is very well, very well indeed. 

Sam. Yes, there are the remains of a fine woman about Ruth. 

Fred. Do you really think so? Then I will not be so 
selfish as to take her from you. In justice to her, and in oon- 
sideratiou for you, I will leave her behind. {Hcmde Ruth to 
Kikq.) 

King, No, Frederic, this must not be. We are roug^ men, 
who lead a rough life, but we are not so utterly beai Jess as to 
deprive thee of thy love. 1 think 1 am right in saying that 
there is not one here who would rob thee of this inestimable 
treasure for all the world holds dear. 

AU(lou^g), Not one 1 

King. No, I thought there wasn't. Keep thy love^ Frederic, 
keep thy love, (ffemda her hack to Fbbdbbio.) 

Fred. You're very good, I'm sure. ^ 

King, Well, it's the top of the tide, and*we must be off. 
Farewell, Frederic. When ^our process of extermination 
begins, let our deaths be as swift and painless as you can oon- 
ve^ently make them. 

Fred, I willl By the love I have for you, I swear it! 
Would that you could render this extermination unnecessary 
by accompanying me back to oiviliaation I 
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King, No, Frederic, it cannot be. I don't think much of 
our profession, but, contrasted with respectability, it ia com- 
garatively honest No, Frejeric^ 1 shall live and die a jdrate 

Sono.— PiBATB Knro. 

Oh, better &r to live and die 
Under the brave block flag I fly, 

Than play a sancttmonionB part, 

With a pirate head and a pirate heart 
Away to flie cheating world go you. 

Where pirates all are well to do; 

I But ril be true to the song I sing, 

And live and die a pirate king. 

For I am ajurate king. 

You are I 

Hurrah for our pirate king I 
And it is, it is a glorious thing 
To be a pirate king. 

Hurrah i (Cheering action by Pirates.) 
Hurrah for our pirate king! 


AU, 

King, 

AU, 

King, 


When I sally forth to seek my prey 
I help myself in a royal way: 

I sink a few more ships, it's true, 

Than a well->bied monarch ought to do ( 

But many a king on a first-class throne. 

If he wants to cul his crown his own, 

Must manage somehow to get through 
More dirty work than ever I do. 

Though I am s pirate king. 

All, Ton are I 

Honah for our pirate king I 
King, And it is, it is a glorious thing 

To be a pirate king I 
AH, It is I 

Hurrih for our pirate king t 

[After «mg, the Kino, Samuel, md aU the Piraies, 
excepting Fbedebio and Bute, go off; Fbbdebio 
comeaf/Mlowed hg Bute.) 

Btitt. Ob, take me with youl 1 cannot live If I am left 
behind. . 

Fred, Bath, 1 will be quite candid with yon: you are very 
dear to me, as you know, but I must be circumspect. Ton see, 
you axe considerably older than I. A lad of twenty-one usually 
looks for a wife of seventeen. 

A wife of eeventeen I Ton will find me a wife of a 
ihoaiaiidl 
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Fred. No, but I shall find you a wife of forty-seven, and 
that is quite enough. Buth, tcU me candidly, and without 
reserve—compared with other women, how are you 9 
Buth, 1 will answer you truthfully, master; I have a di^t 
cold, but otherwise I am quite well. 

Fsd. lam sorry for your cold, but I was referring rather to 
your personal appearance. Compared with other women—«re 
you beautiful ? 

Bvlh (bashfully), I have been told so, dear master. 

Fred, Ah, but lately ? 

Buth, Oh no, years and years ago. 

Fred, What do you think of yourself? 

Buth, It is a delicate question to answer, but 1 think I am 
a fine woman. 

Fred, That is your candid opinion? 

Buth. Yes, I should be deceiving you if I told you otherwise. 
Fred, Thank you, Ruth; 1 believe you, for 1 am sure you 
would not practise on my inexperience. 1 wish to do the i^ht 
thing, and if—I say if—^you are really a fine woman, your age 
shall be no obstacle to our union. {Shakes hands with 
Chorus of Girls heard in the distance, " Climbing over rocky 
mountainf etc. See entrance tf Girls.) Hark! Surely 1 
hear voices I Who has venture to approach our all but 
inaccessible lair? Gan it be Custom House? No, it does not 
sound like Custom House. 

Buth (oAide). Confusion! it is the voices of young girls! If 
he should see them I am lost. 

Fred, (dimhing rocky arch and looking off). By all that's 
marvellous, a bevy of dutiful maidens 1 
Buth (aside). Lost I lost I lost 1 

Fred. How lovely 1 how surp^ingly lovely is the plainest of 
theml What graee! what delicacy I what refinement! And 
Buth—Buth told me she was beautiful 1 

REOITAnVX. 

Fred, Oh, false one, yon have deceived nw^ 

Bmh, 1 have deceived yon ? e 

Fred, Tea, deceived IPenomdag her,) 

Dust.—Fubobbio and Bimi* 

Fred,* Ten told me yon were fair as soldi ' 

Atdft (wddty). And, master, am I not sor 
FM, And now 1 see yon're plain and oUL 

JhitA 1 am anre I am not a jot sob 
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fM* Umn my inonnee yon play. 

Euth, I'm not tke one to plot eo. 

JM, Tour face is lined, your hair is grey* 

Suth, It'fl gradnaUy got bo. 

Faithless woman to deceive me, 

I who trusted so! 

MiM, Master, master, do not leave me. 

Hear me, ere you go. 

My love, without reflecting, 

Oh, do not be rejecting. 

Tahe a maiden tender—her affection, raw and green, 

At very highest rating. 

Has been accumulating 
Bummers seventeen—summers seventeen. 

Don't, belovM master. 

Crush me with disaster. 

^That is such a dower to the dower 1 have here ? 

My love, unabating, 

Has been accumulating 
Forty-seven year—forty-seven year! 

EnsBKBLn. 

RutR. FnEOERfOi 

Don't, beloved master, Tes, your former master 

Crush me with disaster. Saves you from disaster. 

What is such a dower to the dower Your love would be uncomfortabfy 
1 have here, etc. fervid, it is clear, 

If, as you are stating, 

It's bera accumulating 
Forty-seven year—forty-seven 
year, 

[At tha wd he rmumnces her, and she goes off in despair 

Recitative—Fbsdbbic. 

What shall I do ? Before these gentle maidens, 

I dare not show in tiiis detested costume. 

No, better fSr remain in close concealment 
Until I can appear in decent dothing. 

[Hides in eavs as Otey enter, climbing over the roelts and 
throttgh arched rock, 

Mil* Climbing over rocky mountain, 

^ Bkipping rivulet and fountain; 

• Passing where the willows quiver 
By the ever-rolling river. 

Swollen with the summer rain; 

Threading long and leaty maaes 
Dotted with unnumbered dairies ; 

Scaling Bondt <uid ragged passes, 

GUmb me hardy UtUebuseB, 

Till the bright s ea sbon uuy 
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Ed^ht Let U8 gaily tcead the meaeiue, 

Make we moat of fleeting leianxe { 

Hul it as a true ally 
Thoagh it peridi by-^ad-by. 

JM, Hailitae atenedy 

Thoagh it perieh by-and-by. 

ERth, moment bringa a treaaare 

Of ita own eapecial pleaanie. 

Though the momenta quickly diOf 
Greet them gaily aa they fly. 

KaUt Far away firom toil and carOi 

Revelling in fresh aea air, 

Here we live and reign alone 
In a world that’s all our own. 

Here in tnia our rockv den, 

Far away from mortal men, 

We’ll be queens, and make decrees; 

They may honour them who please. 

Alt. Let UB giily tread the measure, etc. 

Kate. What a picturesque spot t I wonder where we are! 
Kd%tA. And 1 wonder where papa is. We have left him ever 
BO far behind. ^ 

iso. Oh, he will be here mesontly 1 Remember, poor i»pa is 
not as young as we are, and we have come over a rather difflcult 
country. 

Kate, But how thoroughly delightful it is to be so entirely 
alone I Why, in all ]^lability we are the first human beings 
who ever set foot on tins enchanting spot. 

Jsa. Except the mermaids—it's we very place for mermaids. 
JEafe, Who are only human beings down to the waist I 
Melith. And who can’t be sud strictly to set /eot anywhere. 
Tails they may, but feet they cannot. 

Ka/te. But what shall we do until j^ana and the servants 
arrive with the luncheon ? {Alt rise and come down, 

Edith. We are quite alone, and the sea is as smooth as glasa 
Suppose we take off our shoes and stockings and paddle. 

AU. Tes, yes. The very thing I 

{Th^ prepare io carry out the mggestion. They have aU 
taken off one ehoe, when Fbederio comee forward 
from cam. 


Bboxtative. 


AwL Stop, ladies, pray I 
AdJ^roppkng on one foot). 


Amant 

1 had intended 


Not to intmde myaeU! upon yonr notice 
In fhU efliBetive m alanaing eoatonie^ 
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But under these peculiar drcumetanoee 

It is my bounden duty to inform you 

That your proeeedinn will not be imwitneseed. 

E&ilthx But who are you. euw Speak! {All hopping,) 

Frik, 1 am a pirate* 

Ml (reooSing hopping), 

A pirate! Horror I 

iVoA LadieSi do not shudder I 

This evening I renounce my vile profession; 

And to that end, oh, pure and peerless maidens I 
Oh, blushing buds m ever-blooming beauty! 

I, sore of heart, implore your kind assistance. 

EdUh, How pitiful his tale! 

Kate, t How rare his beauty I 

All, How pitiful his tale I How rare his beauty 1 

\Fvi on iheir shoes, and group in semicirde, 

8ono.—Fbbdxbio. 

Oh I is there not one maiden breast 
Which does not feel the moral beauty 
Of making worldly interest 
Subordinate to sense of duty? 

Who would not give up willingly 
All matrimonial ambition, 

To rescue such a one as 1 
From his unfortunate position ? 

AU, Alas! there's not one maiden breast 

Which seems to feel the moral beauty 
Of making worldly interest 
Subordinate to sense of duty. 

Ob, is there not one maiden here. 

Whose homely face and bad complexion 
Have caused all hopes to disappear 
Of ever winning man’s affection ? 

To such a one, if such there be, 

1 swear by heaven’s arch above you, 

If you will cast your ^es on me— 

However plain you bo—I’ll love yon I 

All, Alas I there’s not one maiden here, 

e Whose homely &ce and bad complexion 

H^ve censed all hope to disapp^ 

Of ever winning man’s affection. 

(Ai ietpair), Hot one I 

All, No, no—not one 1 

Not one? 

No, no I 
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Mabel mUxt through areh, 

Mdk, * Tes, one! 

AU, TiB Mabdl 

Mok Tes,'tiBMabel! 

Bbcitativb.—Mabel. 

Ob, nsten, deaf to pity’s name^ 

For Bhame! 

It's true that he has gone aBtray, 

But pray, 

Is tiiat a raason good and true 
Why you 

Should all be deaf to pity’s name? 

For diame! 

AM (asUf), The question ia, had he not been a thing of beauty, 

Would Bhe be Bvayed by quite as keen a sense of duty.? 

S0H0.—MABBL. 

Poor wandering one, 

Though thou hast surely sbayedi 
TAke neart of giace^ 

Thy steps retiwwt 

Be not afraid. 

Poor wandering one, 

If such poor love as mine 
Can help thee find 
True peace of mind— 

Why, take it, it is thine f 
Take heart, lAir days will shhMs 
Take any heart—take mine. 

AM, Take heart; no dang^ lowers. 

T^e any heart—but ours. 

[Mabel and Fbbdbbio exit into eave and convene, 
Kate beckons her stsfen, who form in a emicMe 
around her. 


SDim 

What ought we to do. 

Gentle sisters, inay ? 

Propriety, we know, 

Says we ou^t to stay; 

While sympathy exclaims, 

“ Free tnwn nom your tetho ■■ 
Play at other game*— 

Inatve than hem togBtlME.* 
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Katb. 

Her case msyi any day, 

Be yoni&^y dear, or mine. 

Let her make her hav 
While the aim doth ahine. 

Let 08 compromiae 
(Our hearts an not of leather) ; 

Let na ahnt onr ^ea, 

And talk about tiie weather. 

Ladies, Yes, yea; let's talk about the weather. 

[Edith, Kate, and Girls retire and tit tufo and two, 
t fadng each other, in a line acrots. 


Mabel and Fbedxbio enter from earn, 

Gbattbruto Crobus. 

How beautifnlly bine the aky. 

The ^laaa ia rising very high, 

Continue ftne 1 hope it may. 

And yet it rained but yesterday t 
To-morrow it may pour again 
(I hear the country wants some rain) { 
let people say, I know not why. 

That we shall have a warm Jnly. 

(fiuring Mabel's eolo the Girls confmtte e^yatter pUmur 
eimo, hut listening eagerly aU the time. 

Solo—Mabel. 

Did ever maiden wake 
From dream of homely dn^y 
To find her dayli^t br^ 

With such exceeding beauty? 

Did ever maiden close 
Her eyes on waking aadneas, 

To dream of goodneu knows 
How mneh exoeeding gladness? 

Eired. Oh yes»-ah, yes; this is exceeding gladness. 

[Fbedsbio and Mabel turn and eee that die Girls are 
Uetening; detected, they oontinne (heir chatter forte. 

fMfc How beautifiilly Une the sky, ete» 
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Solo—FbbDbbio. 

{During thi»t Girls eonUnw OuAr ehaJtier pianiaimo Oi 
htforCf M Hamming intently aU the time. 

Did sver pimte roll 
His soul in wiltT dxeamingi 
And wake to find mat sonl 
With peace and virtne beaming? 

Did ever pirate loathed 
Forsake his hideous misBion, 

To find himsdf betrothed 
To lady of position? 

Mob, Ah, yes—ab, yes; I am a lady of position. 

[Maobl atid Frederic turn ae before; Girls restttiM their 
eJiatler forte. 


Ensemble. 

Habbl. Fbbu. Girls. 

Did ever maiden wake, Did ever pirate loathed, How beautifully Uus 
etc. etc. the sky, et^ ^ 




Reoitativb.—Fbbd. 


Stay, we must not lose our senaea) 
Men who stick at no offlences 
Will anon be here. 


Piracy their dreadful trade is; 

Pray you, get yon hence, young ladiea^ 
While the coast is clear. 


No, we must not lose our senses 
If mey stick at no offences. 
Piracy their dreadful trade is— 
Nice associates for young ladies t 
Let us disappear. 


{During (hit chorus the Pirates have entered stealthily^ 
and formed in a emicirde behind (he Girls. At the 
Girls move to go offt each Pirate teutee a girh 
seizes Edith, Samuel seizes Kate. 

AU, Too late! 

Firatts, Hal Hat 

AU, Too late ( 

Hr. Hat B»l 

Ba! ha! ha I ha I Ha! hat hal hal 


i 
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Ekssmbui. 


(Fintes IMM yVvnf 0/Ladies.) 
P1BATB8. 

Here*! a flnt-rate opportnnity 
To married with impunit^i 
And indulge in the felicity 
Of unbounded domesticity. 

Ton shall qnickl^ be parsonifiedi 
Conjunlly matrimonified 
By a doctor of divinity. 

Who is located in this vicinity. 


(Ladies pm wi fnmi o/Piiates.) 
Ladibb. 

We have missed ear opportunity 
(Of escaping with impunity; 

So fanwelT to the felicity 
Of our maiden domesticity. 

We shall quickly be parsonifled, 
Conjugally matrimonified 
By a doctor of divinity, 

Who is located in this vicinity. 


Rboitativb.—Mabel {coming /orwarcQ. 

How, monsters I Ere your pirate caravanserai 
Proceed, against our will, to wed ns all, 

Just bear in mind that we are wards in Chancery, 
And father is a major-general I 
8 am, {cowed). We’d better pause, or danger may befhU; 
Their Ihther is a major-general. 

Ladiee, Yes, yea; he is a iDajor''general. 


2 ^ MajoB'Gesebal has entered unnotUxd on rock, 

Oen, Yes, I am a major-general. 

AU, Ton are! 

Hurrah for the Major-General I 
Oeiu And it is a glorious thing 

* To be a major-general. 

Aik ItisI 

Hurrah for the Major-General ( 


SOHO.—Majob-Gbkbral. 

I am the very pattern of a modem major-^neral, 

I’ve information vwetsble, animal, and mmenl; 

1 know the kings of England, and I quote the fights historical 
From Marathon to Waterloo, in order categoricu; 

I’m very well acquainted too with matters mathematical; 

. I understand equations, both the simple and quadratical; 

* About binomial theorem I’m teeming with a lot 0’ news— 
{Bcilareddor next rhyme.)—Lot o’ news—lot 0’ news—(struct 
ekthani^) 

With many cheerful facts about the square of the hypotenuse. 

(j(W0tts/y.j With many oheeifnl facts about the square of the 
hypotenuse. 

Alt, With many cheerful taels, etc. 

Oen, I’m very good at integral and difhrentialcalcelus; 

I know tim seientiflo names et beings animaleuloasi 
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In Bhoit, in matters veffetaUeu animal, and mineral, 

I am the veiy modd of a moaem major-ginital. 

AXt, In shorty in matters v^table, animal, and mineral, 

He is the veiy modd ox a modenf major-ginerd. 

den. I know oar mythic histc^, King Arthnr*s and Sir Gatadoe*!, 

I answer hard acrostics, IVe a jnetty taste for pamdoz, 

1 quote in degioca aU the crimes of Heliogabdus, 

In eraics 1 can floor p^liarities parabolons. 

I can tell indonbted KaidiadB from Gerard Dows and Zolfanies; 
I know the croaking choroa from the “ Frogs ” of Aristoi^nes. 
Then I can hum a fugne, of whidi IVe heard the mndc's din 
afore, 

(Botheredfor next rhyme,}~^J>va afore, din afore, din afora—(drucA 
VKth an idea) 

And whistle all the drs from that infemd nonsense *' Pinafore.** 
(Joytmty.) And whistle all the aits, etc. 

And whistle dl the drs, etc. 

9en, Then 1 con write a washing bill in Babylonic cuneiform, 

And tell you every detail of Garactacus^s uniform. 

In short, in matters vegetable, animal, and mineral, 

I am the very pattern of a modem ma]or>dnard. 

AU, In short, in matters vegetable, animal, and minenl. 

He is tile very pattern of a modem majoi-ginerd. ^ 

Gen, In fact when I know what is meant by mamdon and ravelin, 
'When I can tell at sight a chassepdt rifle from a javdin, 

When such afidrs os sorties and surprises Pm more wary at. 

And when 1 know precisely what is meant by commissariat. 

When I have learnt what progress has b^ made in modem 
gunnery. 

When I know more of tactics tiian a novice in a nunnery; 

In dkort, when I’ve a smattering of demental strategy, 

(Botherm for next rhyme,)-~Stxalbegyf strategy— vUh an 
idea) 

You’ll say a better major-general has never eat a gee~ 

(Joyoualy.) You’ll say a better major^geueio/ has never sot a gee ^ 
Alt, You'll say a better, etc. 

Oen, For my military knowledge though I’m plucky and odventuxy, 

Has only been brought down to the beginning^ of the century. 

But still in learning vegetable, animal, and minerd, ete« 

AU, Bnt stiU in learning vegetable, animal, and minerd, 

He is the very model <A a modem major^erd. 

Om, And now that Tve introduced myself 1 diould like to 
have some idea of what’s going on. • 

Kate, Oh, papa—we- 

Sam, Permit me, FU explain in two words: we pn^se to 
many your daughters. 

Om, Dearmel 

GirU, Against our wills, papa—eminst our wills 1 

Oen, Oh, but yon mustn’t do uat. ICay I ask—this is n 
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plotuieiqtie costume, but Tm not &miliar with it—what are 
you? 

King. We are all angle geutleinen. 

Qen. Yes, I gathered that—any thing else? 

King. No, nothing else. 

Edith. Papa, don’t believe them, they are pirates—^the famous 
Hrates of Penzance I 

Om. The Pirates of Penzance? I have often heard of them. 
Jfoi. All except this gentleman— {indicaiim^ Frederick)— 
who was a pirate once, but who is out of his indentures to-day, 
and who means to lead a blameless life evermore. 

(?en.*But wait a bit. 1 object to pirates as sons-in-law. 

King. We object to major-generals as fathers-in-law. But 
we waive that point. We do not press it. We look over it. 

Qm. (aside). Hahl an ideal (Aloud.) And do you mean 
to say wat you would deliberately rob me of these the sole 
remaining props of my old age, and leave me to go through the 
remainder of life unfriended, unprotected, and alone? 

King. Well, yes, that’s the idea. 

Qen. Tell me, have you ever known what it is to bo an 
orphmi? 

Ptrofes (disyiwted). Oh, dash it all 1 
King. Bere we are again 1 

Oen. I ask you, have you ever known what it is to be an 
orphan ? 

King. Often! 

(Ten, Yes, orphan. Have you ever known what it is to be one? 
King. I say, often. 

AU {diytuied). Often, often, often. (Iktming aumy.) 

Oen. 1 don’t think we quite understand one another. 1 ask 
you, have you ever known what it is to be an orphan, and 
you say ** orphan." As I understand you, you are merely re¬ 
peating the word " orphan” to show that you understand me. 
King. I didn’t repeat the word often. 

(hn. Pardon me, you did indeed. 

Kii^. I only repeated it once. 

Oeft. True, but you repeated it 
Kii^. But not often. 

Oen. Stop, 1 think I see where we are getting cooftised. 
When you said ** orphan,” did you mean " orphan’^--a person 
who has lost his {Murents; or often—^frequently ? 

King. Ah, I b^ pardon, 1 see what you mean—frequently. 
Oen. Ah, you said often—frequently. 

* King, No^ only once. 
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Om, (MlateQ. Exactly^ yoa said often, fireqneiitly, wly 


6m, 

Puratii, 


Fivau 

BbCITATITB.—G miBRAL. 

Oh, man of dark and dismal fste^ 
Forego yonr emel emiiloy; 
Have on my lonely atato, 

1 am an orphim boy. 

An orphan boy? 

An orphan boy I 
How sad-'-an orphan hoy 1 


SOLO.^BNXitAL. 

These children whom you see 
Are all that 1 can call my own! 

Poor fellow I 

Take ihem away from me 
And 1 shall be indeed alone. 

Poorfdlowl 

If pify yon can feel, 

Leave me my sole remaining joy. 

See, at your feet they kn^; 

Your heuts yon cannot steel 
Against the sad, sad tale of the lonely orphan boy I 
Ph*. (so&ftia^). PoorfdlowT 

See, at onr feet they kneel; 

Oar hearts we cannot steel 
Against the sad, sad tale of the lonely orphan boy, 
^e orphan boy 1 

The orphan boy I 

The lonely orphan boy I Poorfdlowl 
[GxinsBAL C07MB doum, PrincipalB come doum» 
rise. 


Jpng. 

Sam, 

All, 


Ladies 


OnaaAL. 

Fm teillBg a terilUe story, 

Bat It doesn't dlndoUh my 
gloryt 

For tbey woold have taken 
my dealers 

Over .the uUowy watera 

tf I hsdnH; In degsnt dlo> 
tloi. 

Indnlged In an tamooent 
flcAteni 

Whkh bnolln tts ssme 
category 

Asa ngolir tanlHa story. 


Evbbmblb. 

OlBU (oiids). 

He's tdhng a terrible 
story, 

Which will tend todlmt- 
nlsb his glory. 

Thongb th^ woald have 
taken his dangbters 

Over the billowy watexa 

It'll easy, In degant die- 
tlon. 

To call It an Innoeent no¬ 
tion; 

Bnt It oomos in the Mina 
caicfoiy 

Aa a fMolar tatillila 
story. 


Pmana (ai<tb). 

If he's taHIng a tarrlbls 
story 

Bs ShsU dis by a dssth 
that Is gory, 

0ns of Um ffoSnsal 
tlsai^tsrs * 

Tbst ever were known in 
these waters; 

And ws'Il Snlsh Usmoml 
sfBlctton 

Byaveiyoomplete msle- 
dlctloD, 

As a complimwit vslsdle- 
torjf, 

B h s b tsOlqg a tewib|p 
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Kino. 

Alihoiigli onr career 
Sometimea involyes the crime of stealini^ 
We rather think that ure’re 
Not altogether void of feeling. 

Although wo live hy strife, 

We’re always sony to begin it| 

And what, we ask, is life 
Without a touch of Poetry in it? 


All {knediag). 

Hail, Poetry, thou heayen-bom maid, 
Thou uildest e'en the pirate's trade I 
Hail, lowing fount oif sentiment 1 
All bail, Divine Emollient I {All 


Kino. 

You may go, for you're at liberty, onr pirate rules protect jroa, 
And honorai^ members of our band we do elect yon. 


Run. 
Chonu, 
Gm, 

Chonu, 

QturielUt, 


Chonu, 


For he is an orphan boy. 

He is an orphan boy. 

And it sometimes is a useful thing 
To be an orphan boy. 

It is I Hurrah for the orphan boy t 
Oh, hapi^ day, with joyous glee 
We will away and merry be i 
Should it befall auspiciously 
My sisters all will bridesmaids be* 
Oh, happy day, with joyous glee 
They will away, and merry M; 
Should it befall auspicionslee, 

Our sisters all will bridesmaids be I 


Ruth enfers, and comes doton io Fbedebio^ and kMeU, 


Ruth, Oh, master, hear one word, I do imidore yon I 

^member Ruth, your Ruth, who kneds before yon 1 

[Pirates oome in front tf Ladies. 


CSionw. Tes, yes, remember Ruth who kneels before yon, 
Fhtd, (Pirates threaten Ruth). 

Away, yon did deceive me 1 
Chorus, Away, yon did deceive himi 

RbIA. Oh, do not leave mel 

Chonu, Cbf do not leave her! 

Fred, Away, yon grieve me I 

n. 
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ChonUt XwAjt yoa ^eve her! 

End, 1 wish you’d leave me. 

[F&edebio eaata RuTH/rom him, Eseit Ruts. 
Eessmbu. 

Pray obBerve the magnanimity 

j- display to lace and dimity; 

Never was sndi opportunity 
To get mairied witn impunity. 

Of unhovnded domesticity, 

Though a doctor of divinity 
Is looiited in this vicinity. 

Knff, For we are aU orphan boys, 

Ati, We are. 

Hurrah for the orphan boys! 

Gm, And it sometimes is a useful thing 

To be an orphan boy. 

AU. It is. 

Hnixah for the orphan boy I 

[Qirls and General go up rocks, while Firates indulge in 
a wild dance of delight. The General produces a 
British flag, amd Oie Pirate Kino, on arched rock, 
produces a Uach flag with skull and cross-hones, 
Pielure. 


ACT n. 

Bckne.—. d ruined shapA hp moonlighi. Aisles divided ly 
piUars and arches; ruined Oothie windows at hods. 
ChiNERAL Stanlbt discovered seated pensimly, eurrmmded 
. ky hie daughters. 


CRORua. 

Ol^diy the glistening tear 
That dews that martial cheek; 

loving ddldxen hear, 
u then flgr oopfbrt seek. 



THE SLAVE Of DUTY, 


323 


With ^mpaihetic care 
Their arme around thee creeps 
For oh, they cannot bear 
To see th^r father weep. 


Enter Mabbl. 

Solo.—Mabxl. 

Dear father, why leave your bed 
At this untimely hour, 

When happy daylight ie dead. 

And darksome dangers lower ? 

See, heaven has lit her lamp, 

Ihe midnight hour is past, 

The chilly night air is damp, 

And the dews are falling fast I 
pear father, why leave your bed 
When happy daylight is dead ? 

Fredebio miera down aisle. 

Moh, Oh, Frederic, cannot yon reconcile it with yonr con- 
Bcience to say something that will relieve my father's sorrow ? 

Fr^ 1 will try, dear Mabel. But why does he sit, night 
after night, in this draughty old ruin? 

6fen. Why do 1 sit here? To escape from the pirates* 
clutches, I described myself as an orphan, and 1 am no orphan! 
I come here to humble myself before the tombs of my ancestors, 
and to implore their pardon for having brought dishonour on 
the family escutcheon. 

Fred, But you forget, sir, you only bought the property a 
year ago, and the stucco in your baronial hall is scarcely dry. 

Qen. Frederic, in this chapel are ancestors; you can¬ 
not deny that. With the estate, I bought the chapel and its 
contents. I don’t know whose ancestors they were, hut 1 know 
whose ancestors they are, and 1 shudder to think that their 
descendant by purchase (if I may so describe myseli) should 
have i)rought disgrace upon what, I have no doubt, was an 
unstained escuti^eon. 

Fred, Be comforted. Had you not acted as yon did, these 
reckless men would assuredly have called in the nearest clergy¬ 
man, an4 have married your large family on the spot. 

Qen, I thank you for your proffered solace, but it is unavail¬ 
ing. At what time does your expedition march against these 
i^coundrelB? 
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Fred. At eleven; and before midnight I hope to have atoned 
for my involuntary association with the pestilent scourges by 
sweeping them from the face of <the earth. And then, my 
Mabel, you will be mine! 

Gen. Are your devoted followers at hand ? 

Fred. They are; they only wait my orders. 

Sbcitativb.—GXKX nAL. 

Then, Frederic, let your escort lion-hearted 
Be Bummoaed to receive a {^eral's blessing, 

Ere they dei<art upon their dread adventure. 

Fred. Dear sir, they come. 

Enter Police, marehinff in double JUe. Form in line facing 

audience, 

Soxo— Seroxaivt. 

When the foeman bares his steel, 

Tarontara! tarantaral 
We uncomfortable feel, 

Tarantara! 

And we find the wisest thing, 

Tarantaral tarantara 1 
Is to slap our chests and sing. 

Tarantara f 

For when threatened with ementes, 

Tarantaral tarantaral 
And your heart is in your boots, 

Tarantara 1 

There is nothing brings it round, 

Tarantaral tarantaral 
Uhe the tnunpet’s martial sound. 

Tarantaral 

T^pantara, ra-rsr-ra-ra I 
Tarantara, la-ra-ia-ra! 

MA, Go, ye heroes, go to glory ; 

Though yon die in combat gory 
Te uw live in s(^ and st^. 

Go to immortality. 

Go to death, and go to slaughter; 

Die, and every Cornish daughter * 

Wim her tears your grave shall watB. 

Go, ye heroes; go and die. 

JR, ^ ye heroes; go and die. 

Pet. Though to us it's evident, 

Tarantaral tarantn^l 
These attentioiis are well meant, 

Tarantaral 
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8 iidi expressions don't appear, 

Taiantml iarantaral 
Calculated men to cheer, 

* Tarantara! 

Who are ^ing to meet their fate 
In a highly nervous state, 

Taruitaia 1 
Still to ns it*s evident 
These attentions are vrell meant. 

Tarantara I 

Go and do yonr best endeavour, 

And before all links we sever 
We will say farewell for ever; 

Go to glory and the grave. 

For yonr foes are fierce and ruthless, 

False, unmerciful, and truthless. 

Young and tender, old and toothless, 

^ in vain their mercy crave. 

AH, Yes, your foes are fierce and ruthless, elo. 

Serg, We observe too great a stress 

On the risks that on us press, 

And of reference a lack 
To our chance of coming back. 

Still perhaps it would be wise 
Not to carp or criticise. 

For it's very evident 

These attentions are well meant. 

Aff. Yes, to them it’s evident 

Our attentions are well meant. 

Tarantara, ra-ra-ra-ra • 

Go, ye heroes, go to glory, etc. 

Aw^, away. 

{vrithiaut moving). Yes, yes, we go. 

These pirates slay. 

Yes, yes, we go. 

Then do not stay. 

We go, we go. 

Then why all tus delay? 

All nght—we go, we gOb 
Yes, forward on the foe. 

Ho, ho! Ho, ho I 
We go, we go, we go I 
Tarantara-ra-ra 1 
llien forward on the fool 
• Yes, forward 1 

Yes, forward I 
Yes, hut you don't go I 
We go, we go, we mI 
At last uiey lesily go-^aiantat»-m>m1 
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Ensemble. 

Chobui of all but Police, Chorus or Police, 

Go snd do your best endeavoufi Sdch expressions don't appear, 
And before aJl links we sever Tarantara! tamtara! 


We will say farewell for ever; 

So to glory and the grave. 

For ^ur foes are fierce and iuth> 
less, 

False, unmerciful uid truthless, 
Young and tender, old and tooth¬ 
less. 

All in viun their mercy crave. 


Calculated men to cheer, 

Tarantara I 

Who are going to their fate, 

Tarantara I tarantara! 
In a highly nervous state. 

Tarantara I 

We observe too great a stress, 

Tarantara! tarantara! 
On the risks that on us ifiess, 
Tarantara 1 
And of reference a lack, 

Tarantara! tarantara! 
To our chance of coming back. 
Tarantara f 


[Mabel fears hersdffrom Frederic and followed 
ty h&r outers, conmling her. The General and 
others follow the Police ojf. Fbedebio remains. 


Bbcitativb.—Frederic. 

Kow for the pirate's lair! Oh, joy unbounded! 

Oh, sweet relief 1 Oh, rapture unexampled! 

At last I may atone, in some slight measure, 

For the repeated acts of theft and pillage 
Which, at a sense of duty's stem dictation, 

I, circumstance’s victim, have been guilty. 

[The Pirate Kino and Ruth appear of the window armed. 

King, Young Frederic! (Coiming him wthpistol.) 

JPM. WhocaUsV 

King, Your late commander! (t oamg doven.) 

Ruth, And I. your little Ruth 1 (Coveratg him with piitol.) 

Fred, * Oh, mad intruders, 

How dare ye face me ? Know ye not, oh rash ones. 

That I have doomed you to extermination ? 

[Kino and Rui'h h<dd a pistol to each ear. 

Kvm. Have men^ on us, hear us, ere yon slaughter. 

J^VvcL I do not think I ought to listen to you. 

Vet, mercy should uloy our stem resentment^ 

And so I will be merciful—say on. 

Tbio.—Ruth, Kino, and Fred. 

When first yon left our pirate fold 
We tried to cheer our spirits faini^ 

Aecording to our enstoms old, 

With quips and quibblcf qiuunt. 
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But all in vab fha quips ir« lieard. 

We lay and sobbed upon the io(^ 
Until to somebody oceuxzed 
A eurions pandox. 

Fred, A pandox! 

Kinq {hughittg), A paradox. 

A most ingenious purdox. 

We’ve quips and quibbles heard in floekSi 
But none to beat this paradox I 
Hal hal haJ hal hoi hoi hoi hoi 

/Bug, We knew your taste for cniious qiups, 
For cranks and contradictions queer, 

* And with the laughter on our lips, 

We wished you had been there to hear. 
We said, “ If we could tell it him. 

How Frederic would the joke enjoy,” 
And so we’ve risked both me and limb 
To tell it to our boy. 

Fred, (interested). 

That paradox ? That paradox! 

Eit^ and Rath (laughing). 

That most ingenious parodox 1 
We’ve quips and quibbles heard in flock% 
But none to beat that paradox I 
Ha, ha, ha, ha I ho, ho, ho, ho I 


Chakt.—Kino. 

For some ridiculous reason, to whidi, however, Fva no desire to be 
disloyal. 

Some person in authority, I don’t know who—very likely |the Astro¬ 
nomer Royal— 

Has decided that, although for such a beastly month as February 
twen^-eight days as a general rule are plenty. 

One year in every four his days shall be reckoned as nine and twenty. 
Through some singular coincidence—I shouldn’t be sniptised if it were 
owinx to the agency of an ill-natured fairy— 

Yon are me victim of mis clumsy arranMment, having been bren in 
leap year, on the twenty-ninto of February, 

And so, by a simple arithmetical process, you’ll easily discover. 

That though youVe lived twenty-one years, yet, if we go by birthdays, 
you’re omy five and a little bit over 1 
mh, Hal hal ha! hal 

K^, Ho! ho! ho! ho! 

Fr^ • Dear me! 

LeFs see I ((kmding anfingars,) 

Yes, yes; with yours my figures do agree I 

ha! 


AU, ila, ha, ha, 
arnusad Own any,) 

Fnd. 


Ho, ho, ho, ho! (Fbbosbio mon 


How quaint the ways of psadoxl 
At common sense dae gsiv moeks I 
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All. 

Ring» 

Ruth, 

Fred, 


Though counting in the uBoal way, 
Yean twenty-one IVe been alivei 
Yet, reckoning by my natal day, 

I am a little boy of five I 
He is a little boy of five. Ha, ha I 
At common sense she gaily mocka | 
So qnaint a way is paradox. 

Ha, ha, ha, ha I 
Ho, ho, ho, ho I 
Ha, ha, ha, ha I 
Ha, ha, ha, ha I 


AU. Ho, ho, ho,ho! 

[Ruth and Kino ihrow th&madvea hack on waie, ex- 
hausted with lau(ihter.‘\ 

Fred. Upon my word, this is most curious—most absurdly 
whimsical. Five and a quarter! Ko one would think it to 
look at me. 

Rvth. You are glad now, I’ll be bound, that yon spared us. 
You would never have forgiven yourself when you discovered 
that you had killed two of your comrades, 

F^, My comrades? 

King, Pm afraid you don’t appreciate the delicacy of fhva 
position. You were apprenticed to ns- — 

Fred, Until I reached my twenty-first year. 

King, No, until you reached your twenty-first hirOiday 
{producing document^ and, going by birthdays, you are as yet 
<mly five and a quarter. 

Fred, You don’t mean to say you are going to hold me to 
that? 

King, No, we merely remind you of the fact, and leave the 
rest to your sense of duty. 

FM, {wiWy), Don't put it on that footing! As I was 
merciful to you just now, be merciful to me! 1 implore you 
not to insist on the letta of your bond just as the cup of 
happiness is at my lips! 

Muih, We insist on nothing; we content ourselves with 
pointing out to you your duty, 

Fred, {efter a pause). Well, you have appealed to my setose 
of duty, and my duty is only too clear. 1 abhor your infamous 
calling; I shudder at the thought that I have ever been mixed 
up with it j but duty is before all—at any price 1 will do my 
duty! • 

King, Bravely spoken. Gome, you are one of us once more. 

FreSL Lead on; I follow. {Suddenly,) Oh, honor I 
King and Ruth, What is Hm matter? 
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FrtL OugM 1 to tell you ? No, no, I cannot do it; and 
yet, as one of your band—— 

King, Speak ou^ 1 charge you, by that sense of con> 
scientiousness to which we have never yet appealed in vain. 

FnA, General Stanley, the fati^er of my Mabel—^ 

King and Ruth, Yes, yes! 

Frea, He escaped from you on the plea that he was an 
orphan? 

KiTig. He did. 

Fred, It breaks my heart to betray the honoured father of 
the girl 1 adore, but, as your apprentice, I have no alternative. 
It is m^ duty to tell you that General Stanley is no orphan* 

Kirtg and Ruth. What! 

Fred, More than that, he*never was one! 

King, Ami to understand that,to save his contemptible life, 
he dared to practise on our credulous simplicity ? (^bederio 
node as he weeps^ Our revenge shall bo swift and terrible. 
We will go and collect our band and attack Tremorden Castle 
this very night. 

jp’rwf. But- 

King, Not a word. He is doomed. (Goes up and doum 
stage,) 


King and Ruth. 

Away, awavj my heart's on lire, 

1 bum this base deception to 
repay. 

This very day my vengeance dire 
Shall glut itself in gore. Away, 
away I 


Taio. 

Fbbdbrio. 

Away, away, ere I expire— 

I find my duty hard to do to¬ 
day I 

My heart is filled with anguish 
dire. 

It strikes me to the core. Away, 
away! 


Eieg, With falsehood foul 

He tricked us of our brides. 

Let vengeance howl { 

The pirate so decides. 

Our nature stem 
He softened with his lies, 

3 And, in return, 

To-night tAe traitor dies. 

Att, Yes, yes; to-night the traitor diM 

Ruth {awses to Fbxdbbio). 

* To-night he dies. 

Kng, Yes, or early to-morrow* 

girls lutwiae ? 

t Rutt* They will welter in aoBOW* 
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JniM. 

JM 

JZttfA. 

AlU 

King, 


The one eoft'epot ■ • ■■ 

In iheir natnree they dieiiebi 

And all who plot- 

To abnee it ehall j^sh I 
Tee, all who plot 
To abuse it shall peridi 1 
Away, away, etc* 


[j^xeun^ King and Burn. Fredebio throu» hknu^ 
on a sfone in blank despiir. 


Enter Mabel. 

Bscitatxvb.-—Mabel. 

All is prepared, yonr gallant crew await yon* 

My Frederick in tears? It cannot be 
That lion-heait quails at the coming conflict ? 
fWd. No, Mabel, no. A terrible disclosure 

Has just been made! Mabel, my dearly loved one, 
I bound myself to serve the pirate captain 
Until 1 reached my one and twentieth birthday—— 
Mob. But you are twenty-one ? 

Fred, I've just discovered 

That I was bom in leap year, and that birthday 
'Will not be readied by me till 1940. 

Jfa&. Oh, horrible I catastrophe appalling I 
AVed. And so, farewell 1 

ifoA No, no 1 Oh, Frederic, hear 


Dvbt.—Mabel and Fredebio* 

ifoA 81^, Frederic, stay I 

Ihey have no legal claim} 

No shadow of a shame 
Will fall upon thy xuune. 

Stay, Frederic, stay I 
iVisd* N^, MabeL nay. 

To-night I quit these walls. 
The thought my sonl appals. 
But when stem dnfy culs, 

1 most obey. 

JfoB. Stay, Frederic, stay-— 

Fred, Nay, Mabel, xtay—— 

ifah. They have no claim— 

Fred, But duty's name I 

The thou|^ my soul nppnlis 
But whmi atem duly cauiL 
ImMtobsgr. 
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Ballad.—^Mabkl 

Ob, leave me not to pine 
Alone and desolate; 

No &te seemed fair as mine^ 

No happiness so great. 

And nature, day by day, 

Has sung, in accents clear, 

This joyous roundelay, 

** He loves thee—he is here. 

Fal-la, fa-la, fk^la.** 

Ah, must I leave thee here 
, In endless night to dream, 

Where joy is dark and drear, 

And sorrow all supreme! 

Where nature, day by day. 

Will sing, in alter^ tone^ 

This weary roundelay, 

He loves thee—^be is gone. 

Fa-la, fa-la, fa-la.'* 

He loves thee, he is gone. (Jlises.) 

Frol, In 19401 of age shall be. 

I'll then ictum, and claim you—I declare it. 

Mob, It seems so long! 

Fred, Swear that, till tiien, you will be true to me. 
dfa6. Yes, I’ll be strong! 

By all the Stanleys dead and gone, 

1 swear it 1 

Ensehblb. 

Oh, here is love, and here is truth, 

And here is food for joyous laughter, 

I will be faithful to | | sooth 

*1111 we are wed, and even after. 

What joy to know that though | 

Embrace piratical adventures, 

} win b. &ithM to I } taut 

MootaMfc 

Farewell! Adieul 
Both, Farewell! Adieu! 

[Fbedebic rushes to window and haps ouL 

Usdnifeding pulse), 

a Yes, I am brave! Oh, &mily descent, 

How great thy charm, thy sway how ezeeHcnt I 
Gome, one and all, undamited men in bine; 

A cri^ now, aliaiiB am comiiig to. 
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Enter Police, marehing in single fUe, 

Seif, Though in body and in mind, 

Tarantaial tarantaral 
We are timidly inclined, 

Tarantaial 

And anything bnt blind, 

Tarantaia! taxantara I 
To the danger that's bdiind, 

Tarmtaia! 

Te^ when the danger’s near, 

Tarantaial tarantaial 
We manage to appear 

Tarantaial 
Aa insensible to fear 
As anybody here. 

Tarantaral 

Tarantaia 1 taiantara, lar-nir-iar-n I 

Hob. Sergeant, approach. Young Frederic was to have led 
you to death and glory. ^ 

All, That is not a pleasant way of potting it. 

Mcl>. No matter; he will not so lead you, for he has allied 
himself once more with his old associates. 

All. fie has acted shamefully. 

jlfob. You speak falsely. You know nothing about It. fie 
has acted nobly. 

AU. fie has acted nobly. 

Mab. Dearly as I loved him before, his heroic sacrifice to his 
sense of duty has endeared him to me tenfold. Ho has done his 
duty. I will do mine. Go ye, and do yours. [Esci* MasEn. 

AU. Very well. 

Serg. This is perplexing. 

AU, We cannot understand it at all. 

Serg, Still he is actuated by a sense of duty—— 

AU. That makes a differenoe, of course. At file same time 
we repeat, we cannot understand it at all. 

Serg. No matter; our course is clear. We must do oun best 
to capture these pirates alone. It is most distressing to us to 
be the agents whereby our erring ffilow-oreatures are deprived 
of that Eberty which is so dear to all—but we should have 
thought of that before we Joined the force. 

Aa, We should. 

Serg, It is too late nowl 
^Itia. 
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All, 

All, 

Serg, 

All, 

Sera, 

Air, 

Serg, 

AH, 

Serg, 

All. ' 

Serg, 

AU, 


All, 


All, 

Serg, 

All, 

Serg, 

All, 

Serg, 

All, 

Serg, 

All, 

Serg, 

All, 

Serg, 

All. 

Serg, 


Serg, 


SoHO^—S kbobast. 


When a felon’s not engaged in his employment^ 
* His employmenti 

Or maturing his ftlonions little plans— 

Little plans. 

His capacity for innocent enjoyment— 

’Cient enjoyment, 

Is just as great as any honest man’s— 

Honest man’s. 

Our feelings we with difiSculty smother— 

’Culty smother. 

When constabulary duty’s to bo done— 

To be done, 

Ah, take one consideration with another— 

With another, 

A policeman’s lot is not a happy one. 

When constabulary duty’s to be done, 

The policeman’s lot is not a happy one. 


When the enterprising burglar’s not a-burgling— 

Not a-burgling, 

When the cut-throat isn't occupied in crime— 

’Pied in crime, 

He loves to hear the little brook a-gnrglin^— 

Brook a-gurgling, 

And listen to the merry vill^e chime- 

village chime. 

When the coster’s finished jumping on his mother^ 

On his mother, 

He loves to lie a-basking in the sun— 

In the sun. 

Ah , take one consideration with another— 

With another. 

The policeman’s lot is not a happy one. 

When constabulary duty’s to be done— 

To be done. 

The policeman’s lot is not a happy one— 

Happy one. 

Chords of Pirates (toithoutf th tie Uskmoe), 

A rollicking band of pirates we, 
lYho, tired of tossing on the sea. 

Are ^ing their hands in a burglareS) 

With weapons grim and gory. 

I 

Hush, hush! 1 hear them on the manor poaching ) 

With stealthy step the pirates are approaching. 


Chorus of Pirates (resumed nearer). 

We are not coming for plate of gold— 
A story Geneial Stanley’s told— 

We sew a penalty fifty-fbld 
For General Stanley’s stoiy. 
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Pul, They seek • peaalty— 

i’ir. {witlmt). Fiffy-fold; 

We seek s penalty— 

Pd. Fifty-fold; 

* penalty fifty-fold 
For General Stanly's story. 

Pd, They come in force, with stealthy stride^ 

Our obvious course is now—^to hide. 

[Police conceal themselves in aisle. As they do so, the 
Pirates, with Ruth and Freukrio, are seen appear¬ 
ing at ruined window. They enter cautiously. 
Sauuel is laden with burglarious tools and pistols, 
etc. 


Chorus.—Pirates {very /oud). 

With cat-like tread, 

Upon our prey we steal; 

In silence dread 
Our cautions way we feel. 

Pd. (piVmftWHmo). T^orantara I tarantam! 

Pir. No sound at all. 

We never speak a word, 

A fiy’s foot-fall 
Could be distinctly heard— 

Pd, Taiantara! tarantara I 

Pir, Ha! hal 

Hoi ho! 

So stealthily the pirate creeps 
While all the household soundly sleeps. 

Ha 1 ha I ho I ho! 

Pd, (pihfiKistmo). Taraatara I tarantara! 

(Forte.) Tarantara! 

Sam. {dutrSnding implements to vartbiu members of the ganj), 
Here’s your crowbar and j'onr centrebit, 

Tour life preserver—you may w^nt to hit; 

Your spent matches, your dark lantern seize, 
Take your file and your skeletonio keys. 

Alt {fortiuimo). With cat-like tread, etc. 


Sbcitativb. 


Fred, Hush, not a word. 1 see a light inside. 

T^e Major-General comes, so quickly hide. 

Qen. {uUhoat), ^ 

yes, the Major-General comes. 

Pir. He comes. 

Qen, {entering tn dreesing-goeon, carrying a light). 

Yes, yes, 1 come. 

Pd, He comes. 


Qess, 

AU, 


Yes, yes, I come. 

{Exit Fbbdbrio, 


a 


The Major-General comes. 
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Solo.—Gbnksal. 

Tonnented ^ith the anenuli dreed 
Of fidfldiood unatonra, 

I lay upon my eleeplera bed, 

And toned and tamed and groaned. 

The man who finds his conscience ache 
No peace at all enjoys, 

And as I lay in bed awake 
1 thought 1 heard a noise. 

P«r. He thought he heard a noise—ha! ha! 

Pol, He thought he heard a noise—ha! ha! ( Very hud.) 

(hn, No, all is still 

* In dkle, on hill; 

My mind is set at ease. 

So still the scene— 

It must have been 
The sighing of the breexe. 


Ballad.—General. 


Siting softly to the river 
Comes the loving breexe^ 

Settinff nature all a-ouiver, 

Bnsfling through uie trees— 

All, Through the trees. 

Qen, And the brook in rippling measure 

Laughs for very love, 

While the poplars, in their pleasure, 

Wave their arms above. (Goes up stage and returns.) 
Pot. and Pit. Tea, the trees, for very love. 

Wave their leafy arms above, 

River, river, fitUe river. 

May thy loving prosper ever. 

Heaven speed mee, poplar tree; 

May thy wooing happy be. 



AU, 

Qsp, 

3 . 


Pol. and Per, 


Yet tbe breeze is but a rover; 

\^en he wings away, 

Brook and poplar mourn a lover I 
Sighing well-Orday! 

Well-ardayl 

A^ the doing and nndoiim 
That the rogne conld tell! 

When the breeze is out a*wooing, 
Who can woo so well ? 

Shocking tales the rogue could tell. 
Nobody can woo so well. 

Pretty brook, thy dream is overi 
For thy love is but a rover 
Sad the lot of poplar trees 
Conited the flwe breeze. 


^ Tff£ PIRATES OF PENZANCE s OR, 


Enter the Genebal's daughters, aU in white peignoirs and 
nightcaps, and carrying lighted ccmms. 


Pir, 

Kmg^ 


Oirh. Now, what ia thia, and what ia that, and why does father leave 
hiaiest 

At such a time as this, ao very incompletely dressed? 

Dear father ia, and always was, the most methodical of men; 

It*B hia invariable rule to to bed at half-past ten. 

What strange occurrence can it be that calls dear father from his 
rest 

At such a time of ni^t as this, so vei^ incompletely dressed ? 
King {springing up). 

Forward, my men, and seize tiiat General there! 

[They seize the Gbnbral. 
Hal hat we are the pirateai so despair— 

With base deceit 
You worked upon our feelings 
Bevenge is sweet, 

And flavours all our dealings* 

With coun^ rare 
And resolution manly, 

For death prepare. 

Unhappy General Stanley 1 
Rred, (eeming foncard). 

Alas, alas, unhappy General Stanley! 

Gru Frederic here! Oh, joy I Oh, rapture I 

Summon yonr men and effect their capture* 

Mah, Frederic, save ns t 
Fired. Beautiful Mabel, 

1 would if I could, but 1 am not able. 

Pir, He'a telling the truth, he is not able. 

Pet, (pkaussinui). Tarantan I tarsntara. 


McA, (isMy), Is he to die, muhriven—unaimealed ? 

Oh, spare him! 

ifa&. * Will no one in his cause a weapon wield? 
Oiria, Oh, spare him! 

Fol. {springiM 

Yes, we an here, though hitherto concealed I 
Oirlt, Oh, rapture! 

Pol. So to our prowess, pirates, quickly yield t 

Girls, Oh, rapture I 


[A struggle ensues between Pirates asid Police. Eventu^ 
ally the Police are overcome, and faU prostrate, 
the Pirates standing over them with drawn swords. 
Ladies nm down. 
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Chorus of Polios asd Pirates. 


i now, for well we trow 


^"[trininph: 

Oar mortal career’s cut short, 
No pirate band will take its stand 
At the Central Criminal Court 


Serg» To ^in a brief advantage you’ve contrived, 

But year proud triumph will not be long-lived. 

King. Don't say you are orphans, for we know that gams. 

Serg, On your allegiance we’ve a nobler claim. 

We charge you yield, in Queen Victoria’s namel 
Kxng (baffled). You do! 

Pol, We do; 

We charge you yield, in Queen Victoria’s namel 
[Pirates kned. Police stemd over them triumphantly. 
Kmgt We 3rield at once, with humbled mien. 

Because, with all our faults, we love our Queen, 

Pol. Yes, yea ; with all their faults, they love their Queen. 
Ladies. Yes, yes; with all, etc. 

[Police, hdding Pirates hy the coUar^ take out 
handkerchiefs and uotep. 


Kuth enters. 


6’en. Away with them, and place them at the bar. 

One moment; let me tell you who they are. 

They are no members of the common throng; 

They are all noblemen, who have ^ne wrong 1 
(ren,, Po/., and Girls, What, all noblemen r 
King and Ptr. Yes, all noblemen! 

Geh.y Pol.t and Girls. What, all 9 
King, Well, nearly all \ 

Gm, No Knglishmen unmoved that statement hears, 

Because, with all our faults, we love our House of Peers. 

[All kneel to Pirates 

Recitative.—Gsfbbal. 

1 pray yon, pardon me, ex-Pirate King, 

Peers will be peers, and youth will have its fling. 

Resume your ranks and legislative duties. 

And take my daughters, all of whom are beauties. 

Firalb. 


MO, 


'll. 


Poor wandering ones. 

Though ye have snruy strayedt 
Take heart of grace, 

Your steps retnuse, 

Poor wandering ones! 
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Poor wandering ones, 

If such poor love as oiin 
Can help you find 
True peace of mind, 
Why, take it, it is yours ! 
AU, Poor wandering ones, etc. 


Till*: p:Kn. 
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